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PKEFAOE. 



Fob the delay which has taken place in briDging 
forth this Work I am not reepouBible, ae it has 
chiefly arisen from the circutnstance that ao literary 
executor was expressly named in my father's latest 
will; and in consequence of the difiSculties which 
thus arose, it was not until the spring of 1848 that the 
materials, as far as they had then been collected, were 
put into my hands. I have since then made what 
speed I might in the preparation <y£ them for the 
preBB, amid the engagements of other buainess, and 
with my hand often palsied by causes over which I 
had no control. 

It were useless to endeavour to reiute the various 
objections often made to a son's undertaking such a 
task ; yet one remark may be permitted, that although 
a son may not be a fit person to pass judgment upon 
a Other's character, he yet may faithfully chronicle 
his life ; and is undoubtedly, by a natural right, the 
most proper person to have all private letters sub- 
mitted to his eye, and all family afiaire iatruited to 
his judgment. 
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With tlu8 feeling, and with ihe full convictioa that 
I am acting in accordance with what would have been 
my father's own wish, I have not thought it light to 
shrink from an undertaking, for which I cannot chum 
to have in other respects any peculiar qualifications. 
Accordingly, my object has been, not to compose a 
regular bit^raphy, but rather to lay before the reader 
such a selection from my father's letters, as will give, 
in his own words, the history of hie life ; and I have 
only added such remarks as I judged necessary for 
connection or explanation ; indeed the even tenor of 
his life, during its greater portion, affords bat Uttle 
matter for pure bi<^raphy, and the course of his lite- 
rary pursuits, his opinions on passing events, and the 
few incidents of his own career, will all be found 
narrated by himself in a much more natural manner 
than if his letters had been worked up into a regular 
narrative. 

My father has long been before the public, and has 
obt^ed a large share of pr^se, as well as of cen- 
sure and misrepresentation ; he has yet, however, to 
be fully known ; and this I have a good hope will be 
accomplished by the publication of these volumes ; — 
that in them all his mind will appear ; in its playftdness 
as well as its gravity, in its joys and its sorrows, and 
the gradual progress of his opinions be fairly traced, 
from the viMonary views of his early youth, up to the 
fixed and settled convictions of his riper years ; and 
if I have inserted any letters, or passages, which re- 
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late principally to his domestic life, and the affairs of 
the family circle, it has been with the coDviction that 
be himBelf would not have wished them to be ex- 
cluded, and that, although without them the events 
of hie life might have been recorded, these would have 
formed only the outlines of the picture, which would 
have wanted all those finer touches that give to hu- 
man nature its chief interest and its highest beauty. 

I must now make my acknowledgements generally 
to those fiiends and correspondents of my father who 
have most kindly placed their letters at my disposal. 
And in particular to Mrs. Henry Bedford for those 
addressed to Crrosvenor Charles Bedford, Esq., irom 
which I have drawn my chief materials for this vo- 
lume and which I have used lai^ely throughout the 
work ; to Williwn Hickman, Esq., for those addressed 
to his father, the late John Bickman, Esq. ; to the 
Right Hon. Charles W. W. Wynn ; to John May, 
Esq. ; to J. G. Lockhart, Esq., for those addressed 
to Sir Walter Scott; to Joseph Cottle, Esq.; to 
Mrs. Neville White and the Bev. James White ; to 
the family of the late Sharon Turner, Esq. ; to Walter 
Savage Landor, Esq. ; to the fiimily of the late Dr. 
Gooch ; to the family of the late Rev. Nicholas 
Lightfoot; to Mr. Ebenezer Elliott; to Mr. Tick- 
nor, of Boston; to Miss Elizabeth Charter; to Mrs. 
Hodson; to John Kenyon, Esq.; to Mrs. H. N. 
Coleridge; to William Wordsworth, Esq., Poet 
Laureat ; and to Henry Taylor, Esq. 
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Other communications have been promised to me 
wUcli I shall take a future opportunity of ocknow- 
ledpng. 

While, howerer, my materials from these sources 
have been most extenEdve, there must still be many 
individuale with whom I have not been able to com- 
municate, who have corresponded with my &ther 
upon literary subjects ; and, should this meet the eye 
of any of these gentl^nen, they would confer a great 
obligation upon me by permitting me the use of any 
of his letters to them, which are likely sometimes to 
possess an interest different from those addressed to 
intimate friends and frequent correspondents. 

I may say, in conclusion, that whatever defects 
these volumes may possess, I have the satisfaction of 
feeling that they will verify my father's own words, 
— words not uttered boastingly, but simply aa the 
answer of a conscience void of offence both towards 
God and man, — "I have this conviction, that, die 
when I may, my memory is one of those which will 
smell sweet, and blossom in the dust." 

ChABLES CCTHBEET SotlTHBY, 
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EEC0LLECTI0H3 



THE EAELY LIFE OF ROBERT SOTITHEY, 

In a Serial of Letters Co fail Tiiend, Hr.JtAmlStiy. 



Keawick, Wednesday ereniiig, 

My dear Mend John M.y, Mr !»■«!<» 

Some old divine has said that hell is paved with 
good resolutions. If Beelzebub has a teseelated 
pavement of this kind in one of his state rooms, I 
fear I shall be found to have contributed lai^Iy to 
its unsubstantial materials. But that I may save 
one good resolution at least, from being trodden 

VOL. I. B 
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a EABLT LIFE OF 

under hoof by him and Iiia imps, here I begin the 
performtincei hoping, rather than promieing, even to 
myself, that I ma; find leisure and courage to pursue 
it to the end, — courage I mean to live again in re- 
membrance with the dead, so much as I must needs 
do in retnuung the course of my life. There aro 
certain savages among whom the name of a deceased 
person is never mentioned; some superstition may 
have attached to this custom, but that the feeling in 
which it originates is natural I know both by expe- 
rience and observation. My children never speak 
of their brother Herbert, and I never utter his name 
except in my prayers, unless some special cause acts 
upon me like a moral obligation. 

I b^in in the cloudy evening of a showery, Iout^ 
ing, ungenialday, — no desirable omen for one who 
ie about to record the recollections of siz-and-forty 
years. But a most inappropriate one in my case, 
for I have lived in the sunshine, and am still hwking 
forward with hope. 

I cannot trace my family farther back by the 
church renters than Oct. 25. 1696, on which day 
my grandfather Thomas, the son of Itobert Southey, 
and Ann, his wife, was baptized at Wellington, in 
Somersetshire. The said Robert Southey had seven 
other children, none of whom left issue. In the sub- 
sequent entries of their birth (for Thomas was the 
eldest) he b designated sometimes as yeoman, some* 
times as farmer. His wife's maiden name was Locke, 
and she was of the same family as the philosopher (so 
called) of that name, who is still held in more esti- 
mation than be deserves. She must have been hie 
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ROBERT 60DTHET. 3 

niece, or the daughter of his first cousin. The re- 
gister at Wellington goes back only to the year 1683. 
But I have beard that Bobert's grandfather that, ie, 
my great, great, great grandfather (my children's 
fritavus), waa a great clothier at Wellington, and had 
eleven eons who peopled that part of the country 
with Southeys. In Robert's days there were no 
fewer than seven married men of the name in the 
same parish. Robert himself waa the younger of 
two BODS, and John hie elder brother was the head of 
the family. They must have been of gentle blood 
(though so obscure that I have never by any accident 
met with the name in a book), for they bore arms in 
an age when armorial bearings were not assumed by 
those who had no right to them. The arms are a 
chevron argent, and three cross crosaletB, argent, in 
a field sable. I should like to believe that one of my 
ancestors had served in the crusades, or made a pil- 
grimage to Jerusalem. 

One of them has left the reputation of having been 
a great soldier ; in the great rebellion I guess it must 
have been, but I neither know his name, nor on what 
side he fought. Another (and this must have been 
the Bobert with whom my certain knowledge begins) 
was, as the phrase is, out in Monmouth's insurrection. 
If he had come before judge Jeffries in consequence, 
Nash would never have painted the happy but too 
handsome likeness of your god-daughter, which I 
have risen from my work ten times this day to look 
at in its progress ; nor would you have received the 
intended series of these biographical letters. The 
entail of my mortal existence was in no small risk of 
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4 EAELT LIFE OF 

beiDg cut off by the executioner. My father had the 
Bvrord which was drawn (oot blooiUed I hope) iu this 
uulucky quarrel ; but it was loet in the wreck of his 
affairs. 

John, the elder brother of this bold reformer and 
successful runaway, settled as a lawyer in Taunton, 
and held the office of re^strar for the archdeaconry. 
He married the heiress of the Cannon family, and 
upon the death of her father fixed his residence at 
the manor house of Fitzhead in Somersetshire, which 
was her property. By this marriage he had one son 
and two daughters. John Cannon Southey, the son, 
practised the law ; one daughter married the last of 
the Feiiam family, and survived faim ; the other mar- 
ried one of the LethbridgeB, and had only one child, 
a daughter. That daughter married Hugh Somer- 
ville, then a colonel in the army, and brother to 
James Lord Somerville ; she died in childbed of John 
Southey Somerville, her only issue. 

Mj grandfather settled at Holford Farm, an estate 
belonging to his uncle John, in the parish of Lydiard 
St. Laurence, about ten miles north of Tiiunton, 
under the Quantock Hills. This removal was made 
when John obtained possession of hia wife's property; 
the first use he made of it, therefore, seems to have 
been to befriend his nephew. And I have discovered 
another good indication concerning him; his name 
appears among the subscribers to "Walker's Sufferings 
of the Clergy, a presumption at least, that he had 
some r^ard for books, and a right way of thinking. 
He was very much respected and beloved. My grand- 
father r^uded him with the greatest reverence, as 
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ROBERT SOUTHET. 5 

one from whose judgment there could be no appeal; 
what his uncle 8wd or thought was always sufficient 
authority with him. Lydiard St. Laurence is a very 
retired hamlet, containing only three farm-housea, 
and having no other habitations within two miles of 
it. My grandfather brought his grandmother there, 
and there she died at the great age of 102. A maiden 
sister lived with him. She had a small estate held 
upon three lives ; two of them fell, and the third, n 
worthless profligate, contrived from that time almost 
to support himself upon it. Knowing that my poor 
aunt Hannah was now dependent upon his life, he 
would never strike a stroke of work more. When 
his debts became troublesome, away went his wife to 
the poor old woman with a tale about writs, bailifis, 
the jajl, and jail fever ; and in this manner was she 
continually fleeced and kept in continual fear, till the 
rascal died at last of close attention at the alehouse. 
This story is worthy of insertion in an account of 
English tenures. 

The removal from Wellington to a lonely hamlet 
seems to have brought my grandfather within the pale 
of the Established Church, for he had been bred up 
as a Dissenter. (The old sword, therefore, was pro- 
bably pursuing its old courses when it went into the 
field in rebellion.) Aunt Hannah, however, though 
an inoffensive kind-hearted woman in other respects, 
retained so much of the essential acid of puritanism 
in her composition, that she frequently chastised her 
nieco Mary for going into the fields with her play- 
mates on a Sunday: she and her brothers and ustere. 
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fl EARLY LIFE OF 

she said, bad never been suffered to go out of the 
house on the Sabbath, except to meetings. 

My grandfather did not marry till he was forty- 
five ; probably he could not have maintained a family 
before he was settled upon his uncle's farm. His 
Tvife'a name was Joan Mullens. They had three sons, 
John, Kobert (who was my father), and Thomas, and 
two daughters, Hannah and Mary, all bom at Hal- 
ford. The boys received what in those days was 
thought a good education. The elder, being designed 
for the law (in which his name and family connec- 
tions would assist him), learnt a little Latin ; he lived 
more with Cannon Southey than with hb parents, 
both in his boyhood and youth, as his sister Mary 
did with Madam Feriam or Madam l/ethbridge (this 
was in the time when that title was in common use 
in the West of England), being always with one or 
the other as long as they lived. But Cannon 
Southey's House was a bad school for him. He was 
looked upon as the probable heir of the family after 
the birth of young Somerville, who was always a 
weakly child. The two younger brothers were quali- 
fied for trade. My father had preserved his cypher- 
ing book, and I would have preserved it too, as care- 
fully as any of my own manuscripts, if it had not 
been lost at the household wreck at his bankruptcy. 
If you will look in that little treatise of mine upon 
the " Origin, Nature, and Object of the New System 
of Education," you will find a passage at pp. 85, 86, 
written in remembrance of this cyphering- book, and 
of the effects which it produced upon me in early boy- 
hood. 
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BOBEBT SOnTDET. 7 

When my uncle John was about to begin business 
as an attorney in Taunton, Camion Southey, who 
was then the head of the family, lent him 100/. to 
start with. " That hundred pounds," he used to say, 
with a sort of surly pride, " I repwd, with interest, in 
^ months, and that is the only favour for which I 
waa ever obliged to my relations." Cannon Southey, 
however, though not very liberal to his kin, had a 
just regard to their legal rights, and left his property 
io trust for his great nephew, John Southey Somer- 
ville and his issue, with the intentjou that if he, who 
was then a child, should die without issue, the estates 
should descend to the Southeys ; and, that the whole 
property might go together, he willed his leasehold 
estates (which would else have been divided among 
the next of kin) in remainder upon the'same contin- 
gency to my uncle John and his two brothers, and to 
the sons of each in Buccession, aa the former branch 
might fail. 

Robert, my father, was passionately fond of the 
country and of country sports. The fields should 
have been his station, instead of the shop. He was 
placed with a kinsman in London, who, I believe, was 
a grocer somewhere in the city, — one of the elevea 
tribes that went out from Wellington. Z have heard 
him say, tiiat as he was one day standing at this 
person's door, a porter went by carrying a hare, and 
this brought his favourite sport so forcibly to mind, 
that he could not help crying at the sight. This 
anecdote in Wordsworth's hands would be worth as 
much as the Beverie of poor Susan. Before my 
father had been twelvemonths in London his master 
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8 EARLY LIFE OF 

died. Upon which he was removed to Bristol, and 
placed with William Britton, a liaendraper ia Wine 
Street The business at that time wa« a profitable 
onei and Britten's the best shop of its kind in the 
town, which ia as much as saying that there was not 
a better in the West of England. This must have 
been about the end of George the Second's rdgn. 
Shop-windows were then as little uaed in this country, 
as they are now in most of the continental towns. 
I remember Britton's shop still open to the weather, 
long after all the neighbours had glazed theirs; and 
I remember him, from being the firet tradeeman in 
his line, fallen to decay in his old age, and sunk in 
sottitihoess, Btill keeping on a business which had 
dwindled almost to nothing. My father, I think, was 
not apprenticed to him ; because if he had served a 
regular apprenticeship, it would have entitled him to 
the freedom of the city, and I know that he was not 
a freeman : he lived with him, however, twelve or 
fourteen yeara. Among the acquaintance with whom 
he became intimate during that time, was my half 
uncle Edward Tyler, then employed in a Coventry 
Warehouse, in Broad Street, belonging to the 
Troughtons. This introduced him to my grand- 
mother's house. 
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fiOBERT SOUTHET 



Tuesday, Auguit lit, IBZO. 

Mrs. Hill, my gnindmotlier, was, nt the time of 
which I am now writing, a wiiiow; her mtuden 
name was Bradford. I know nothing more of her 
father than that he was a Herefordahire man, and 
must have been of respectable property and connec- 
tions, as appears by bis having married into one of 
the best families in the county, and sending a son 
to college. His wife's name was Mrs. Margaret Croft. 
— I have it written in gold letters, with the date 
1704, in a copy of Nelson's FestiTals and Fasts, 
which descended as a favourite devotional book to 
my ibotlier. They bad three children ; Herbert, so 
named after the Croft family, — another eon (William, 
I think, by name), who was deaf and dumb, and 
just lived to grow up, — and my grandmother Mar- 
garet. 

My grandmother waa very handsome : little Geor- 
giana Hill, my uncle says, reminds him strongly of 
her; and I remember her enough to recognise a 
likeness in the shape of the face, and in the lai^, 
full, clear, bright brown eyes. Her first husband, 
Mr, Tyler, was of a good family in Herefordshire, 
nearly related I know he was, and nephew, I think, to 
one of that name who was Bishop of Hereford. He 
iiyed at Pembridge. The seat of the family waa at 
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10 EABLT LIFE OF 

Dilwyn, where his elder brother lived, who either 
waa not married, or left do iaeue. I hftve hardlj 
heard any thing of Mm, except that on his wedding 
day he eung a song after dinner, which could not be 
thought very complimentary to his bride; for, though 
it began by saying, 

** Te gotb trbo gave to me s vife 
Out of }our gmce uid latour. 
To be tbe eomfbrt of my Ufe, 
And I waa glad to hate ber," 

(thus much I remember of the rhymes,) it ended 
with saying that, whenever they might think fit, he 
was ready to resign her. It happened, however, that 
the resignation was to be on the wife's part. He 
died in the prime of life, leaving four children, Eliza- 
beth, John, William, and Edward ; and his widow, 
after no very long interval, married Edwai-d Hill of 
Bedminster, in the county of Somersetshire, near 
Bristol, and waa transplanted with her children to 
that place. 

Edward Hill was the seventh in succession of that 
name. Hia fathers had lived and died respectably 
and contentedly upon their own lands in the beautiful 
vale of Aflhton, the place of all others which I re- 
member with most feeling. You see it from Clifton, 
on the other side of the river Avon ; Warton has 
well characterized it in one of his odes as Ashton's 
elmy Vale. The Hills are called gentlemen upon 
their tombstones in Ashton churchyard, where my 
father, two of my brothers, my three sisters, and my 
poor dear cousin Margaret, are deposited with them. 
Edward Hill, the seventhfwas a lawyer and a widower; 
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he bad two children by his first marriage, a soil) 
Edward the eighth, and a daughter, old enough I 
believe at the time of his second marrii^ for the 
daughter to be married, and the son very soon to 
hold a commission in the marines. He was a fine 
handsome man, of considerable talents, and of a con- 
vivial temper. I have heard him spoken of with 
admiration by persons who were intimate with him 
in their youth. He could make vereea, too, after the 
fashion of that age. I have somewhere a poem of 
his, in hia own writing, which came to my mother 
after her mother's death, and, in like manner, de- 
ecended into my poesesaion : it is not therefore 
without a mournful feeling that I recall to mind the 
time when it was first shown me, and the amusement 
which it then afforded me. It was a love poem, ad- 
dressed to my grandmother daring the days of court- 
ship; it intimated some jealousy of a rival, who was 
called Strephon, and there was a note at the bottom 
of the page upon this name, explaining that it meant 
" die young Justice." 

William Tyler, the second brother, was a remarkable 
person. Owing to some defect in his faculties, so 
anomalous in its kind that I never heard of a similar 
case, he could never be taught to read; the letters he 
could tell separately, but was utterly incapable of 
combining them, and taking in their meaning by the 
eye. He could write, and copy in a fwr hand any 
thing that was set before him, whether in writing or 
in print; but it was done letter by letter without 
understanding a single word. As to self-government 
be was entirely incompetent, so much so that I think 
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he could hardly be considered responsible as a moral 
being for his actioDB ; yet he had an excellent memory, 
an observing eye, and a sort of kalf-iaved shrewdnEss 
which would have qualified him, had he been bom 
two centuries earlier, to have worn motley, and 
figured with a cap and bella and a bauble in some 
baron's halL Never did I meet with any man eo 
stored with old saws and anecdotes gathered up in 
the narrow sphere wherein he moved. I still re- 
member many of them, though he has been dead more 
than thirty years. The motto to Kehama *, as the 
Greek reference, when the abbreviations are rightly 
understood, may show, is one of my uncle William's 
sayings. When it was found impossible to make 
any thing of him by education, he was left to himself, 
and passed more time in the kitchen than in the 
parlour, because he stood in fear of his step-lather. 
There he learnt to chew tobacco and to drink. 

Strange creature as he was, I think of him very 
often, often speak of him, quote some of his odd apt 
sayings, and have that sort of feeling for his memory, 
that he is one of the persons whom I should wish to 
meet in the world to come. 

The man of whom he learnt the use, or rather the 
abuse, of tobacco, was a sottish servant, bb ignorant 
as a savage of everything which he ought to have 
known ; that is to say of everything which ought to 
have been taught him. My mother, when a very 
little girl, reproved him once for swearing. "For 
shame, Thomas," she said, " you should not say such 
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naughty words I for shame I say your prayers, 
Thomas 1 " " No, Missey I " said the poor wretch, 
" I sha'n't ; I eha'n't say my prayers. I Dever said my 
prayers in all my life, Missey ; and I sha'ii't begin 
now." My uncle William (the Squire he was 
called in the family) provoked him dangerously once. 
He was dozing beside the fire, with his hat on, which, 
as is still the custom among the peasantry (here \a 
Cumberland at least), he always wore in the house. 
You, perhaps, are not enough acquainted with the 
mode of chewing tobacco, to know tliat in vulgar 
life a quid commonly goes through two editions ; and 
that after it has been done with, it is taken out of 
the mouth, and reserved for a second regale. My 
uncle William, who had learnt the whole process 
from Thomas, and always faithfully observed it, used 
to call it, in its intermediate state, an old soldier. A 
sailor deposits, or, if there be such a word (and if 
there is not, there ought to be), re-posits it in his 
tobacco-box. I have heard my brother Tom say, 
that this practice occasioned a great dislike in the navy 
to the one and two pound notes ; for when the men 
were paid in paper, the tobacco-box served them for 
purse or pocket-book in lack of any thing better, and 
notes were often rendered illegible by the deep stain 
of a wet quid. Thomas's place for an old soldier 
between two camp^gns, while he was napping and 
enjoying the narcotic efifects of the first mastication, 
was the brim of his hat ; from whence the Squire on 
this occasion stole the veteran quid, and substituted 
in its place a dead mouse just taken from the trap. 
Presently the sleeper, half-wakening without ud- 
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closing his eyes, and half-stupefied, put up Ms hand, 
and, taking the mouse with a finger and thumb) in 
which the discriminating sense of touch had been 
blunted by coarse work and unclean habits, opened 
his mouth to receive it, and, with & slow sleepy 
tongue, endeavoured to accommodate it to its usual 
station, between the double teeth and the cheek. 
Happening to put it in headforemost, the hind legs 
and the tail hung out, and a minute or more was 
spent in vain endeavours to lick these appendages 
in, before he perceived, in the substance, consistence, 
and taste, something altogether unlike tobacco. 
Housed at the same time by a laugh which could 
no longer be suppressed, and discovering the trick 
which had been played, he started up in a furious 
rage, and, sizing the poker, would have demolished 
the Squire for this practical jest, if he had not pro- 
vided a retreat by having the doors open, and taking 
shelter where Thomaa could not, or dared not, follow 

Enough of Uncle William for the present. Ed- 
ward, the remaining brother of the Tyler side, was 
a youth who, if he had been properly brought 
up, and brought forward in a manner suitable to hia 
birth and connections, might have made a £gure in 
life, and have done honour to himself and his family. 
He had a fine person, a good understanding, and a 
sweet temper, which made him too earaly contented 
with any situation and any company into which he 
was thrown. My grandfather has much to answer 
for on his account. Escept sending him to a common 
day-school, kept by a very uncommon sort of man. 
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(of whom more hereafter) he left him to himself, and 
let him grow and rua to seed in idleness. 

Mj grandfather would have acquired conaiderable 
property, if he had not been cut off by an acute 
disorder. He had undertaken to recover some dis- 
puted rights for the church of which he was a pa- 
rishioner, at hia own risk and expense, on condition 
of receiving the additional tythes which might be 
eventually recovered during a certain number of 
years, or of being remunerated out of them in pro- . 
portion to the cost and hazard and trouble of the 
adventure. The points were obstinately contested ; 
but he carried them all, and died almost immediately 
afterwards, in the year 1765, aged sixty. 



THE HILU PABSOS COLUKg. 

Not. ]6tfa, ISeo. 

Mt grandmother's jointure from her first husband 
was 200L a year, wliich was probably equivalent to 
thrice that sum in these days. The Tylers bad from 
their father 6007. each. Miss Tyler lived with her 
Uncle Bradford, of whom and of her I shall speak 
hereafter. I must now speak of the Hills. My 
uncle (it is so habitual to me to speak and write of 
him, and of him only by that name, «<it' i^oj(^p, that I 
will not constrain myself to use any &rther designa^ 
tion) — my uncle, and his brother Joseph, and Ed- 
ward Tyler went by day to a school in the vill^e 
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kept by one of the etrangest fellows that ever wore a 
cassock, or took up the trade of tuition. His name 
vas Collins, he was clever and profligate, and eked 
out his wajB and means by authorship ; scribbling for 
inclination, and publishing for gain. One of his 
works I recollect among my uncle's books in Miss 
Tyler's possession; its title is "Hell's Gates open;" 
but not having looked into it since I was a mere boy, 
I only know that it is satirical, as the name may seem 
to import. I sent for another of his publications 
some years ago from a catalogue, not as any thing of 
value, but because he had been my ancle's first school- 
master, and I knew who and what he was ; it is to 
be wished that every person who knew me would 
think that a good reason for buying my works : I 
should be very much obliged to them. — It is a little 
book in the unusual form of a foolscap quarto, and 
because it contains one fact which ie really curious as 
matter of history, I ^ve its title • at the bottom 
of the page. This publication is in no respect cre- 
ditable to its author, and, on the score of decency, 
highly discreditable to him. But the fact, which is 
well worth the two shillings I gave for the book 
(though but a halfpenny fact), is, that, as late as the 
end of George the Second's reign, or the beginning of 
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George the Third's, there were persons in Bristol, who, 
from political scruples of consciencei refused to take 
King William's halfpence, and these persons were 
so Dumerous that the magistrates thought it necessary 
to interfere, because of the inconvenience which tfaey 
occaaioned in the common dealings of trade and of 
the markets. William's copper money waa then in 
common currency, and indeed I myself remember 
it, having, between the jeara 1786 and 1790, laid by 
some half dozen of his halfpence with the single or 
double head, among the foreign pieces and others of 
rare occurrence which came within my reach. 

Devoid aa his Miscellanies are of any merit. Parson 
Collins, as he was called (not in honour of the cloth), 
had some humour. In repairing the public road, the 
labourers came so near his garden wall, that they in- 
jured the foundations, and down it felL He com- 
plained to the waywardens, and demanded reparation, 
which they would have evaded if they could, telling 
Kim it was but an old wall, and in a state of decay. 
" Gentlemen," he replied, " old as the wall was it 
served my purpose. But, however, I have not the 
smallest objection to your putting up a second-hand 
one in its place," This anecdote I heard full five- 
and-thirty years i^o from one of my school- masters, 
who had been a rival of Collins, and waa satirized 
by him in the Miscellanies. His school fuled him, 
not because he was deficient in learning, of which he 
seems to have had a full share for his station, but 
because of his gross and scandalous miaconduct. He 
afterwards kept something so like an alehouse, that 
be got into a scrape with bis superiors. 

VOL. I. o 
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One of h'lB daughters kept a village shop at Chew 
Mngna in Somereetshire, and dealt with my father 
tor such things aa were in his way. She used to 
diDe with us whenever she came to Bristol, and was 
always a welcome guest for her blunt honest manners, 
and her comical oddity. Her face was broad and 
coarse, like a Tartar's, but with quick dark eyes and 
a fierce expres^on. She was one of those persons who 
could say, quidlibet cuilibet de quoHbet, 

I perceive that I should make an excellent corre- 
spondent for Mr. Urban, and begin to suspect that I 
have mistaken my talent, and been writing histories 
and poems when I ought to have been following the 
rich Teins of gossip and garrulity. All this, however, 
is not foreign to my purpose. For I wish not only 
to b^in ab ovo, but to describe every thing relatiug 
to the nest. And he who ptunts a bird's-nest ought 
not to represent it nakedly per se, but m situ, in its 
place, and with as many of its natural accompaniments 
as the canvas will admit. It is not manners and 
fashions alone that chtmge and are perpetually chang- 
ing with ne. The very constitution of society is 
unstable ; it may, and in all probability will, undergo 
as great alterations, in the course of the next two or 
three centuries, as it has undergone in the last. The 
transitions are likely to be more violent, and far more 
rapid. At no very distant time, these letters, if they 
escape the earthquake and the volcano, may derive 
no small part of their interest and value from the 
ffdthful sketches which they contain of a stage of 
society which has already passed away, and of a state 
of things which shall then have ceased to exist. 
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There are two portraits of my mother, both taken 
by Robert Hancock in 1798, My brother Tom has 
the one; the other hangs opposite me where I am 
now seated in my usual position at my desk. 
Neither of these would convey to a stranger a just 
idea of her countenance. That in my poBsesBion is 
very much the beet : it represents her as she then 
was, with features care-worn and fallen away, and 
with an tur of melancholy which was not natural to 
her ; for never was any human being blest with a 
sweeter temper, or a happier dispositicn. She had 
an excellent understanding, and a readiness of appre- 
hension, which I have rarely known surpassed. In 
quickness of capacity, in the kindness of her nature, 
and in that kind of moral magnetism which wins the 
affections of all within its Bphere, I never knew her 
equaL To strangers she must probably have ap- 
peared much disfigured by the smallpo^i. I, of 
course, could not be sensible of this. Her complexion 
was very good, and nothing could be more expressive 
than her fine clear hazel eyes- 
Female education was not much regarded in her 
childhood. The ladies who kept boarding-schools in 
those days did not consider it neceBsary to possess 
any other knowledge themselves than that of orna- 
mental needlework. Two sisters, who had been 
mistresses of the most fashionable school in Hereford- 
shire, fifty years ago, used to say when they spoke 
of a former pupil, " Her went to school to we .- " and 
the mistress of which, some ten years later, was 
thought the best school near Bristol (where Mrs. 
Siddons sent her daughter), spoke, to my perfect 
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recollection, mucli such English as this. My mother, 
I believe, never went to any but a dancing-achool, 
and her state waa the more gracious. But her half- 
sister. Miss Tyler, was placed at one in the neigh- 
bourhood under a Mrs. , whom I mention because 

her history is characteristic of those times. Her 
husband carried on the agreeable busineBS of a butcher 
in BiTstol, while she managed a school for young 
ladies about a mile out of the town. His business 
would not necessarily have disqualified her for this 
occupation (though it would be no recommendation), 
Kirke White's mother, a truly admirable woman, 
being in this respect just under like circumstances. 

But Mrs. might, with more propriety, have 

been a blacksmith's wife; as, in that case, Vulcan 
might have served for a type of her husband in his 
fate, but not in the complacency with which he 
submitted to it, horns sitting as easily on hie head 
as upon the beasts which he slaughtered. She waa 
a handsome woman, and her children were, like the 
Harleian Miscellany, by different authors. This 
was notorious; yet her school flourished notwith- 
standing, and she retired from it at last with a com- 
petent fortune, and was visited as long as she lived 
by her former pupils. This may serve to show a 
great improvement in the morals of middle life. 

Two things concerning my mother's childhood and 
youth may be worthy of mention. One is, that she 
had for a fellow-scholar at the dancing-school Mary 
Darby (I think her name was), then in her beauty 
and innocence, soon afterwards notorious as the 
Prince of Wales's Perdita, and to be remembered 
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hereafter, though a poor poetess, as having, perhaps, 
a finer feeling of metre, and more command of it, than 
any of her contemporaries. The other is, that my 
mother, who had a good ear for music, was taught 
by her lather to whistle; and he succeeded in making 
her such a proficient in this unusual accomplishmeat, 
that it was hie delight to place her upon his knee, 
and make her entertain hie viutors with a display. 
This art she never lost, and she could whistle a eong- 
tune as sweetly as a skilful player could have per- 
formed it u[>on the flute. 

My grandmother continued to live in the house at 
Bedminster, which her husband had built, and which 
after bis death had been purchased by Edward Tyler. 
It was about half an hour's walk, av^wv^ apSpl, from 
Bristol ; and my father, having been introduced there, 
became in process of time a regular Sabbath guest. 
How long he had been acquainted with the family 
before he thought of connecting himself with it, I do 
not know ; but in the year 1772, being the 27th of 
his own age, and the 20tli of my mother's, they were 
married at Bedminster church. He had previously 
left Britton's service, and opened a shop for himself 
in the same business and in the same street, three 
doors above. Cannon Southey had ief^ him 100/. ; 
my mother had a legacy of 50/, from her uncle 
Bradford ; my father formed a partnership with his 
younger brother Thomas, who had such another be- 
quest as his from the same quarter ; perhaps also he 
might have saved something during his years of 
service, and the business may have begun with a 
Capital of 500L ; I should think not more. Shop 



ciq mod t, Google 



BOBERT 80UIHET. 23 

Ngns were general in those days ; but the cuBtom of 
euspen^ng them over the etreet, aa is Btill done at 
inns in the country, was lalling into dieuBe. My 
father, trae to his boyish feelings, and faia passion for 
field sports (which continued unabated, notwithstand- 
ing the uncongenial way of life in which hiB lot had 
fallen), took a hare for h'la device. It was pmnted on 
a pane in the window on each Btde of the door, and 
was engraved on his shopbills. This became in- 
teresting when he told me of his shedding tears at the 
sight of the hare in the porter's hand in London ; and 
I often think of having one cut upon a seal, in re- 
membrance of him and of the old shop. Bryan the 
Prophet told me, in the days of Richard Brothers, 
that I was of the tribe of Judah,— a sort of nobility 
which those prophets had the privilege of discovering 
without any assistance from the Herald's office. 
Had he derived me from Esau instead of Jacob, my 
father's instincts m^ht have induced me to lend a less 
incredulous ear. 

The first child of thb marriage was bom August 1. 
1773, and christened John Cannon. He lived only 
to be nine or ten months old. He was singularly 
beautiful ; so much so, that, when I made my appear- 
ance on the 12th of August, 1774 *, I was sadly <Iis> 



• Mrbirth-dsywat Friday the 13th of August, 1774, — the time of 
my birth balf-paat eight ja the morning, according lo theisTnil]' Bible. 
According lo my aatrolo^cal friend Gilliert, it wu a tew minute* 
before the half hour, in consequmce of vhich I am to have spun in 
my bovelB when 1 am about thirty, and Jupiter is my deadly anta. 
gonial; but I may Ihank the start for "a gloomy capability of miking 
through desolfiliou." — LeUcr to GrontKor C. Bidfard, Eiq., &pt. SO. 
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paroged by compariaon with him. My mother asking 
if it was a boy, was answered by her nurse in a tone 
as little favourable to me as the opinion was flat- 
tering. *' Ay, a great ngly boy t " and she added, 
when she told me this, "God forgive me I — when 
I saw what a great red creature it was, covered 
with rolls of fat, I thought I should never be able 
to love him." 



March 20th, 1B2I, 

The popular Btunt of the democratic cantons in 
Switzerland, St. Nicolas de Hue (to whom I paid 
my respects in his own church at Saxeln), remem- 
bered his own birth, knew his mother and the midwife 
as Boon us he was bom, and never foi^ot the way by 
which he was taken to be christened, nor the faces 
of the persona who were present at that ceremony. 
But he was an extraordinary child, who, though he 
neither danced nor sung nor preached before he was 
bom (all which certain other saints are said to have 
done), had revelations in that state, and saw the light 
of Heaven before he came into the light of day. It 
has pleased the metaphysico-critico-politico-patriotico- 
phoolo-philosopher Jeremy Bentham to designate me, 
in one of his opaque works, by the appellation of 
St Southey, for which I humbly thank his Jeremy 
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BenthamBhip, and have in part requited bim. It 
would be very convenieDt if I had the eame clmm to 
this honour, on the score of miraculous memory, aa 
the aforesaid Nicolas — but the twilight of my recol- 
lections does not begin till the third year of my age.* 
However, though I did not, like him, know the 
midwife at the time when she had most to do with 
me, I knew her afterwards, for she brought all my 
brothers and sisters into the world. She was the 
wife of a superannuated Baptist preacher, who, as was 
formerly common for Baptist preachers to do, kept a 
shop, dealing in medicines and quackery among other 
things. Preachers of this grade have now nearly, or 
entirely disappeared ; and even the Methodists will 
not allow their ministers to engage in any kind of 
trade. I mention this family, therefore, as belonging 
to a class which is now extinct. They were stiff 
Oliverians in their politics. The husband was always 
nt his studies, which probably lay in old puritanical 
divinity ; he was chiefly supported by hia wife's pro- 
fessional labours, and I well remember hearing him 
spoken of as a miserable morose tyrant. The only son 
of this poor woman lost bis life by a singularly dismal 
accident, when he was grown up and doing well in 

■ M; feellnga were very acuta ; they used to amuie theouelvei 
by making me cry at sad son^ and djnnal stories. I remember 
" Dealh and Ihe Lady," » Billy Pringle'a Fig," " The children sliding 
on the ice all on a summer's day," and Witheilngton fighting on hia 
stumps at Chery Chase. This wai at two years old, when my re- 
collection begins, — prior identity, I have none; — Ibcy tell me I used 
to \Kg Ihem not to proceed. I know not vhether our feelings are 
blunted or rendered more acute by action ; in either case these pranks 
■re Trong with children. I cannot now hear a melancholy tale in 
silence, but I haie leaint to whistle. — Lttitr to G. C. Btdfwd, E$q,, 
S^ SO. IT96. 
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the world. Hastening one day to see his mother, 
upon the alarm of a sudden and dangerous illnees 
which had seized her, he came to the draw-bridge on 
St. Augustine's Back just as they were beginning to 
r^se it for the passage of a vesseL In his eagerness 
he attempted to spring across, but not calculating 
upon the rise, he fell in, and the vessel past over 
him, inevitably, before any attempts to save him 
could be made. I used to cross the bridge almost 
every day for many years of my life ; and the know- 
ledge of his fate warned me from incurring the same 
danger, which otherwise in all likelihood, active as I 
then was, and always impatient of loss of time, I 
should very often have done. 

It was my lot to be coDBigned to a foster-mother, 
& girl, or rather a young woman, who had been from 
childhood employed by my grandmother, first in the 
garden, then in household affairs, a poor, thoughtless, 
simple creature, who, however, proved a most affeo- 
tionate nurse to me. The first day that I was taken 
to school she was almost heart-broken at the scene 
between me and the school-mistress, — a scene which 
no doubt appeared to me of the most tragical kind. 
Having ushered me into the room and delivered me 
into custody, she made a hasty retreat, but stood 
without the door, looking through a curtained window 
which gave light into the pass^e, and listening to what 
ensued. It was a place where I was sent to be out 
of the way for a few hours morning and evening, for 
I was hardly older than Cuthbert is at this time, and 
though quite capable of learning the alphabet, far too 
young to be put to it as a task, or made to compre- 
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bend the fitness of sitting still for so long a time 
together oa pain of the rod. Upon this occasionj 
when for the first time in my life I saw nothing but 
strange faces about me, and no one to whom I could 
look for kindness or protection, 1 gave good proof of 
a sense of physiognomy which never misled me yet, 
of honesty in speaking my opinion, and of a temerity 
in doing it by which my after life has often been 
characterised. Ma'am Powell had as forbidding a 
face (I well remember it) as can easily be imagmed : 
and it was remarkable for having no eyelashes, a 
peculiarity which I instantly perceived. When the 
old woman, therefore, led me to a seat on the form, 
I rebelled as manfully as a boy in his third year 
could do, crying out, " Take me to Pat 1 1 don't like 
ye I you've got ugly eyes! take me to Pat, I say I" 
Poor Pat went home with the story, and cried as 
bitterly in relating it as I had done during the un- 
equal contest, and at the utter diecomfiture to which 
I was fain to submit, when might, aa it appeared to 
vac, overpowered right.* 
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My Bister Eliza was bom in 1776, aod died of the 
meaales in 1779. I remember her aa my earliest 
playmate, by help of some local circumstanceB, and 
sometimes fancy that I can call to mind a faint re- 
aemblance of her face. My brother Thomas came 
into the world 1777; Louisa next, in 1779. This 
vas a beautiful creature, the admiration of all who 
beheld her. My aunt Mary was one day walking 
with her down Union Street, when Wesley happened 
to be cmming up, and the old man was bo struck with 
the little girl'a beauty, that he stopped and excliumed, 
"OhI sweet creature!" took her by the hand, and gave 
her a blessing. That which in affliction we are prone 
to think a blessing, and which, perhaps, in sober re- 
flection, may be justly thought so, befell her soon 
afterwards, — ^an early removal to a better world. 
She died of hydrocephalus, a disease to which 
the most promising children are the most liable. 
Happily neither her parents nor her grandmother 
ever suBpected, what is exceedingly probable, that in 
her case the disease may have been induced by their 
dipping her every morning in a tub of the coldest 
well water. This was done from an old notion of 
strengthening her: the shock was dreadful, the 
poor child's horror of it every morning when taken 
out of bed still more so; I cannot remember having 
seen it without horror ; nor do I believe that among 

partizans, no I told my companioiui at school tbut mj mother was a 
Terj good woman, And had taught me lo interpret dreams ', they 
used to come and repeat their drsami lo me. and I vaa artful enough 
lo refer them all to great ci»il wars, and the appearance of a very 
great man who was to appear — meaning myself. I had resolved 
that Tom should be a great man loo ; and actually dreaml once of 
' ■ ' - ■ ' "-im the morning before a battle, so full 
U G. C. Btdford, Etq., Sipt. 30. 17M. 
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all the prepoBterous practices which false theoriea 
have produced) there was ever a more cruel and peri- 
lous one than this. John, the next child, was bom in 
1782, and died in infancy. 

My recollections of Eliza and Lomiea are more 
imperfect than they might otherwiBO have been, 
because during those years I was very much from 
home, being sometimes at school, and sometimes 
with Miss Tyler, of whose situation and previous 
history I must now speak, because they had a mate- 
rial influence upon the course of my life. 

Miss Tyler, who was bom in the year 1739, passed 
the earlier part of her life with her maternal uncle 
at ShobdoD, a little village in Herefordshire, where 
he resided upon a curacy. Mr. Bradford had been 
educated at Trinity College, Oxford, and was in 
much better circumBtances than country curates in 
generaL He had an estate in Badnorshiro of re- 
spectable value, and married the sister of Mr. Greenly, 
of Titley in Herefordshire, who, being of so good a 
family, had probably a good fortune. He appears to 
have possessed some taste for letters, and his library 
was well provided with the professional literature of 
that age. Shobdon, though a remote place, gave him 
great opportunities of society ; Lord Bateman resided 
there, in one of the finest midland situations that 
England affords ; and a clergyman of companionable 
talents and manners was always a welcome guest at 
his table. Miss Tyler also became a favourite with 
La"^ Bateman, and spent a great deal of time with 
her, enough to acquire the manners of high life, and 
too many of its habits and notions. Mrs. Bradford 
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died a few years before her huaband ; not however 
tUI he was too far advanced in life, or too confirmed 
in celibate habita to think of marrying agun. By 
that time he had become a victim to the gout. An 
odd accident happened to him during one of hia 
severe fits, at a time when do persuasions could have 
induced him to put his feet to the ground, or to 
believe it possible that he could walk. He was 
ntling with his l^s up, in the full costume of that 
re^ctable and orthodox diaeaee, when the ceiling 
being somewhat old, part of it gave w»y, and down 
came a fine neat of rata, old and young together, 
plump upon him. He had what is called an anti- 
pathy to these creatures, and, forgetting the gout in 
the horror which their visitation excited, sprung from 
hia easy chair, and fairly ran down ataire. 

Misa Tyler had the management of his house after 
hia wife'e death, and ahe had alao in no small degree 
the management of the parish. She had influence 
enough to introduce inoculation there, and I believe 
great merit in the exertions which she made on that 
occaaion, and the personal attention which she be- 
stowed. It occurs to my recollection now also while 
I write, that she effected a wholesome and curious 
innovation in the poor-house, by persuading them to 
uae beds stuffed with beech leaves, according to a 
practice in some parts of France, which ahe had 
heard or read of It was Mr. Bradford who placed 
my uncle Mr. HiU at Oxford, first at St. Mary Hall, 
afterwards at Chriat Church, where he obtained a 
studentship, which must have been by meana of some 
Shobdon connections. When Mr. Bradford died. 
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which was in the year 1778, he left the whole of his 
property to Miss Tyler, except 50/. to my mother, 
aod a small provision, charged upon his estates, for 
my poor uncle W^iam, aa one utterly incapable of 
providing for himself. 

Finding herself nustress of 1500i^ in money from 
Mr. Bradford's effects, bendes the estate, and her 
own paternal portion of 600/., she began to live at 
lai^e, and to frequent watering places. At one of 
these (I think it was Weymouth) she fell in witb 
Armstrong, the physician and poet, a writer deserv- 
edly respectable for his poem upon Health, and 
deservedly infamous for another of his productions. 
He recommended her to try the climate of Lisbon, 
less for any real or apprehended compltunt, than 
because be perc^ved the advice would be agreeable ; 
and thus before you and I were born did Armstrong 
prepare the way for our friendship, as well as for the 
great literary labours of my life. To Lisbon accord- 
ingly she went, taking with her my uncle, who had 

lately entered into orders, and Mrs. (a distant 

relation, the widow of a decayed Bristol merdiant) 
aa a sort of ama. Miss Palmer (sister of that Palmer 
who planned the mail coadi system), one of her Bath 
acquaintances, joined the party. They remained 
about twelve months abroad, where some of your 
friends no doubt remember them, during the golden 
age of the factory, in 1774, the year of my birth. 
Miss Tyler was then thirty-four. She was remark- 
ably beautiful, as tar as luiy face can be called beau- 
tiful in which the indications of a violent temper are 
strongly marked. 
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ApKITlh, 1821. 
On her return from Lubon Miss Tyler took a house 
in Bath, and there mj earliest recollections begin, 
great part of my earliest childhood having been passed 
there. 

The house was in Walcot parish, in which, five 
and forty years ago, were the skirts of the city. It 
stood aloue, in a walled garden, and the entrance 
was from a lane. The situation was thought a bad 
one, because of the approach, and because the nearest 
houses were of a mean description ; in other respects 
it was a very desirable residence. The house had 
been quite in the country when it was built. One 
of its fronts looked into the garden, the other into a 
lower garden, and over other garden grounds to the 
river, Bath Wick Fields (which are now covered 
with streets), and Claverton Hill, with a grove of 
firs along its brow, and a sham castle in the midst 
of their long dark line. I have not a stronger desire 
to see the Pyramids, than I had to visit that sham 
castle during the first years of my life. There was 
a sort of rural freshness about the place. The dead 
wall of a dwelling-house (the front of which was in 
Walcot Street) formed one side of the garden en- 
closure, and was covered with fine fruit trees : the 
way from the garden door to the house was between 
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that long faotiBe-wall, and a row of espaliera, behind 
which was a grass plat, iDterepersed with standard 
trees and fiower beds, and having one of those green 
rotatory garden-seats shaped like a tub, where the 
contemplative person within may, like Diogenes, be 
as much in the sun as he likes. There was a descent 
by a few steps to another garden, whiiA was chiefly 
filled with fragrant herbs, and with a long bed of 
lilies of the valley. Ground rent had been of little 
value when the house was built. The kitchen looked 
into the garden, and opened into it; and near the 
kitchen door was & pipe, supplied from one of the 
fine springs with which the country about Bath 
abounds, and a little stone cistern beneath. The 
parlour door also opened into the garden; it was 
bowered with jessamine, and there I often took my 
seat upon the stone steps. 

My aunt, who had an unlucky taste for sucb things, 
fitted np the house at a much greater expense than 
she was well able to afford. She threw two small 
rooms into one, and thus made a good parlour, and 
built a drawing-room over the kitchen. The walls 
of that drawing-room were covered with a plain green 
paper, the fioor with a Turkey carpet : there hung 
her own portimt by GtaiDsborough, with a curtun to 
preserve the frame from fiiea and the colours from the 
sun ; and there stood one of the moat beautiful pieces of 
old furniture I ever saw, — a cabinet of ivory, ebony, 
and tortoise-shell, in an ebony frame. It had been 
left her by a Udy of the Spenser family, and was said 
to have belonged to the great Marlborough. I may 
mention as part of tlie parlour furniture a scLuare 

TOL. I. D 
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screen with a foot-board and a little Bhelf, because 
I have always had one of the same fashion myself, 
for its convenience ; a French writing-table, because 
of its peculiar shape, which was that of a Cajou nnt 
or a kidney, — the writer aat in the coucave, and 
had a drawer on each side; an arm chair made of 
fine cherry wood, which had been Mr. Bradford's, 
and in which ebe always sat, — mentionable, because 
if any visitor who was not in her especial favour sat 
therein, the leathern cushion was always sent into 
the garden to be aired and purified before she would 
use it again ; a mezzotinto print of Pope's Eloisa, in an 
oval black frame, because of its supposed likeness to 
herself; two prints in the same kind of engraving 
from pictures by An^lica KaufTman, one of Hector 
and Andromache, tlie other of Telemachus at the 
court of Menelaus, these I notice because they were 
in frames of Brazilian wood ; and the great print of 
Pombal, o grande Marquez, in a similar frame, 
because this waa the first portrait of any illustrious 
man with which I became familiar. The establish- 
ment consisted of an old man servant, and a maid, 
both from Shobdon. The old man used every night 
to feed the crickets. He died at Bath in her service. 
Here my time waa chiefly passed from the age of two 
tUl six. I had many indulgences, but more privations, 
and those of an injurious kind ; want of playmates, 
want of exercise, never being allowed to do anything 
in which by possibility I might dirt myself; late hours 
in company, that is to say, late hours for a child, which 
I reckon among the privations (having always had 
the healthiest propensity for going to bed betimes) ; 
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late boure of rialag, which were less painful perhaps, 
but in other respects worse. My aunt chose that I 
should steep with her, and this subjected me to a 
double evil. She used to have her bed warmed, and 
during the months while this practice waa in seosoa 
I was always put into Molly's bed first, for fear of 
an accident from the warming-pan, and removed when 
my aunt went to bed, so that I was regularly wakened 
out of a sound sleep. This, however, was not half 
80 bad as being obliged to lie till nine, and not un- 
frequently till ten in the morning, and not daring to 
make the slightest movement which could disturb 
her during the hours that I lay awake, and longing 
to be set free. These were, indeed, early and severe 
lessons of patience. My poor little wits were upon 
the alert at those tedious hours of compulsory idleness, 
fancying figures and combinations of form in the 
curtains, wondering at the motes in the slant sun- 
beam, and watching the light from the crevices of 
the window- shutters, till it served me at last by its pro- 
gressive motion to measure the lapse of time. Tho- 
roughly injudicious as my education under Miss 
Tyler was, no part of it wa^ so irksome as this. 

I was inoculated at Bath at two years old, and 
most certwnly believe that I have a distinct recol- 
lection of it as an insulated fact, and the precise place 
where it was performed. My mother sometimes 
fancied that my constitution received permanent 
injury from the long preparatory lowering regimen 
upon which I was kept. Before that time, she used 
to say, I had always been plump and fat, but after- 
wards became the lean, lank, greyhound-like creature 
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that I have ever since cootinued. She come to Bath 
to be with me during the eruption. Except the spots 
upon the ann, I bad only one pustule ; afraid that 
this might not be enough, she gave me a ^ngle 
mouthful of meat at dinner, and, before night, above 
a hundred made their appearance, with fever enough 
to frighten her severely. The disease, however, was 
very favourable. A year or two afterwards, I was 
brought to the brink of death by a fever, and still I 
remember the taste of one of my medicines (what it 
was I know not), and the cup in which it was ad- 
ministered. I remember, also, the doses of bai^ 
which followed. Dr. Schombei^ attended me on 
both occasions. One of Schomberg's sons was the 
midshipman who was much talked of some forty years 
ago for having fought Prince William Henry, then 
one of his 8hi{Hnates. I think he is the author of 
a history of our naval achievements. Alexaoder, 
anotherson, was a fellow of Corpus, and died in 1790 
or 1791, having lost the use of lus lower parts by a 
stroke of the palsy. I had the mournful office of 
going often to sit by him as he lay upon his back in 
bed, when he was vainly seeking relief at Bath. 
Boy as I was, and till then a stranger to him, he, 
who had no friend or relation with him, was glad of 
the relief which even my presence afforded to his 
deplorable solitude. 

Miss Tyler had a numerous acquaintance, such as 
her person and talenta (which were of no ordinary 
kind) were likely to attract. The cirole of her 
Herefordshire acquaintance, extending as far as the 
sphere of the three music meetings in the three 
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dioceses of Hereford, Worcester, and Gloucester, she 
became intjniate with the family of Mr. Raikea, 
printer and proprietor of the Gloucester JoutdbI. 
One of his bohb introduced Sunday Schools * into 
this kingdom ; others became India Directors, Bank 
IMrectore, &c., in the career of mercantile prosperity. 
Hb daughter, who was my aunt's friend, married 
Francis Newberry of St. Paul's Churchyard, son of 
that Pranois Newberry who published Goody Two- 
shoes, Giles Gingerbread, and other such delectable 
histories in sixpenny books for children, splendidly 
bound in tbe flowered and gilt Dutch paper of former 
days. As soon as I could read, which was very early, 
Mr. Newberry presented me with a whole set of these 
books, more than twenty in number: I dare say they 
were in Miss Tyler's poeseasion at her death, and 
in perfect preserratioD, for she taught me (and I 
thank her for it) never to spoil nor injure anything. 
This was a rich present, and may have been more 
instrumental than I am aware of in ^ving me that 
love of books, and that decided determination to 
literature, as the one thing desirable, which manifested 
itself from my childhood, and which no turcumstances 
in after life ever slackened or abated. 

I can trace with certainty the rise and direction 
of my poetical pursuits. They grew out of my aunt's 
intimacy with Miss . Her father had acquired a 



• I know not irbcre cw vban they were first inrtituted i but they 
■re noticed in ui ordinance of Albert and lubel, in the year 1608, 
oi Chen eiisting in the Catholic Netherlanda. the magialratea brang 
enjoined to see to their estihlishmeat and support in all pUces wheie 
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consideratle property as a wax and tallow-chandler at 
Bath, and vested great part of it in a very curious 
manner for an illiterate tradesman. He had a passion 
for the stage, which he indulged by speculating in 
theatres ; one he built at Birmingham, one at Bristol, 
and one at Bath. Poor man, he outlived his reasonable 
faculties, and was, when I knew him, a pitiable spec- 
tacle of human weakness and decay, hideously ugly, 
his nose grown out in knobs and bulbs, like an under- 
ground artichoke, his fingers crooked and knotted 
with the gout, filthy, irascible, helpless aa an infant, 
and feebler than one in mind. In one respect thb was 
happy for him. His wife was a kind, plain-mannered 
domestic woman; her clothes caught fire one day, siie 
ran into the street in flames, and was burnt to death. 
Mrs. Coleridge, who was then a girl of eight or nine 
yearsold, and lived in the same street, saw her in flames, 
and remembers how frightfully the dogs barked at the 
sight. Her husband, though in the house at the time, 
never knew what had befallen her. He survived her 
many years, and would frequently say, she had been 
gone more than a week to Devizes, and it was time for 
her to come back. After this dreadful event, he lived 

with his two daughters. Miss and Mrs. (a 

widow), in Galloway's Buildings, in a house at which 
I often visited with my aunt, during fifteen or sixteen 
years of my life, occasionally for weeks together. 
Sometimes I was taken to see this deplorable old man, 
whose sight always excited in me a mingled feeling of 
horror and disguBt, not to be recalled witliout some de- 
gree of pain. In consequence of hia incapacity, the pro- 
perty of the Bath and Bristol theatres devolved upon 
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bis children, aod was admin iatered by his son, who was 
in truth, a remarkable and remeinberable person. 

Mr. must have been about five-and-thirty 

when I first remember him, a man of great taleots 
and fine person, with a commanding ^ and coun- 
tenance, kind in his manners and in hie nature ; yet 
there was an expression in his eyes which I felt, before 
I had ever heard of physiognomy, or could have un- 
derstood the meaning of the word. It was a wild 
unquiet look, a sort of inward emanating light, as if 
all was not as it ought to be within. I should pro- 
nounce now that it was the eye of one predisposed to 
insanity ; and this I believe to have been the fact, 
though the disease manifested itself not in him, but in 
lus children. They, indeed, had the double reason to 
apprehend such an inheritance, for their mother was 
plainly crazed with hypochondriacism and fantastical- 
ness. She was a widow and an actress when he mar- 
ried her, and her humours soon made any pUce more 
agreeable to him than home. The children were my 
playmates at those rare times when I had any. The 
eldest son was taken from the Charter House, because 
be was literally almost killed there by the devilish 
cruelty of the boys ; they used to lay him before the 
fire till he was scorched, and shut him in a trunk 
with sawdust till he had nearly expired with suf- 
focation. The Charter House at that time was a sort 
of hell upon earth for the under boys. He was of 
weak understanding and feeble frame, very like his 
mother in person ; he lived, however, to uke orders, 
and I think I have heard that he died insane, as did 
one of his sisters, who perfectly resembled him. Two 



ciq mod t, Google 



40 EARLY LIFE OF jEtat. 2— B. 

other eons were at Eton ; the elder of the two had one 
of the moat beautiful countenances I ever remember 
to have eeen, only that it had hb father's eyes, and 
a more fearful light in them. He was a fine, generous, 
overflowii^ creature ; but you could not look at him 
without feeling that some disastrous fate would befal 
oue so rash, so inconsiderate, and withal so keenly 
susceptible. When he was at Cambridge he used 
to give orders to his gyp by blowing a French horn, 
and he had a tune for every specific command, 
which the gyp was truned to understand, till so 
noisy and unacademical a practice was forbidden. 
There he ran wild, and contracted debts in all 
imaginable ways, which his father, the most indul- 
gent of fiithers, again and agmn dischaiged. These 
habits clung to him after he had left college. On the 
last occasion, where his conduct had been deeply 
culpable, and a large sum had been paid for him, 

Mr. did not utter a single reproach, but in the 

most affectionate manner entreated him to put away 
all painful thoughts of the past, and look upon himself 
as if he were only now beginning life. The poor 
fellow could not bear his father's kindnesa, and 
knowing, perhaps, too surely, that be could not trust 
hia own resolutions to amend his life, he blew out his 
own brains. 

I had not seen him for several years before his 
death. When we were boys I admired him for hia 
wit, his hilarity, hia open generous temper, and iiia 
countenance, which might better be called radiant 
than described by any other epithet : but there was 
something which precluded all desire of intimacy. 
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If we had been thrown t<^ther in jouth, there would 
have been an intellectual attraction between us; but 
intellect alone has never been the basis of mj friead- 
shijis, except in a single instance, and that instance 
proved the aandinesa of such a foundation. Yet we 
liked each other; and I never think of him without 
a hope, or rather a belief, an inward and sure pe^ 
suasion, that there is more mercy in store for human 
frailty than even the most liberal creed has authorized 
us to assert. 

The next letter will explain in what way my 
acquaintance with this iamily was the means of lead- 
ing 

Mj lk*aure<] botstepi to the Mutes' bill, 
Whose urduous paths 1 h>*c Dot ceased to tread. 
From gaud to better perieTeiidg itill. 



September !d, 1831. 
The Bath and Bristol theatres were then, and for 
many years afterwards, what in trade language ia 
called one concern. The performers were stationed 
half the year in one city, half in the other. When 
they played on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays at 
Bristol, they went to Bath on the Saturday, in two 
immense coaches, each as big as a caravan of wild 
beasts, and returned after the pUy. When the nights 
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of performance at Bath were Tuesdays, Thuradaya, 
and Saturdays, they played at Bristol on the Monday. 
Mondays and Saturdays were the fashionable nights. 
On Thursdays and Fridays they always played to 
thin, and very frequently to losing houses. The 
population of London ie too large for a folly like this 
to show itself there. 

Miss Tyler, through her intimacy with Miss , 

had the command of orders for free admission. 
She was exceedingly fond of theatrical representa- 
tionB, and there was no subject of which I heard so 
much from my earliest childhood. It even brought 
upon me once a most severe reprehension for inno- 
cently applyii^ to the church a phrase which, I then 
learnt to my cost, belonged only to the playhouse, 
and saying one Sunday, on our return from morning 
service, that it had been a very full house. When I 
was taken to the theatre for the first time, I can per- 
fectly well remember my surprise at not finding the 
pit literally a deep hole, into which I had often 
puzzled myself to think how or why any persons 
could possibly go. You may judge by this how very 
young I must have been. I recollect nothing more 
of the first visit, except that the play was the Fathers, 
a comedy of Fielding's, which was acted not more 
than one season, and the farce was Coxheath Camp. 
This recollection, however, by the help of that useful 
book the Biographia Dramatics, fixes the date to 
1778, when I was four years old. 

A half sheet of reminiscences, written one-and- 
twenty years ago at Lisbon, has recalled to my re- 
collection this and a few other circumstances, which 



ciq mod t, Google 



MtAT. 3—6. BOBERT EODTHET. 43 

might otherwise, perhaps, have been quite obliterated. 
Yet it surpriees me to perceive how many things 
come to mind which had been for yeara and years 
foi^otten I It is siud that when earth is flung to the 
BurTace in digging a well, plants will spring up which 
are not foand in the surrounding country, seeds 
having quickened in light (uid air, which had Lun 
buried during unknown ages : — no unapt illuBtratioa 
for the way in which foi^otten things are thus brought 
up from the bottom of one's memory. 

I was introduced to the theatre before it was pos- 
sible for me to comprehend the nature of the drama, 
so as to derive any pleasure from it, except as a mere 
show. What was going on upon the stage, as far as I 
understood it, appeared real to me ; and I have been 
told that one night, when the Critic was represented, 
and I heard that Sir Walter Raleigh's head waa to be 
cut off, I hid mine in Miss Mary Delamere's lap, 
and could not be persuaded to look up, till I was 
assured the dreaded scene was over. It was not 
long before I acquired a keen relish for the stage ; 
but at this time my greatest pleasure was a walk in 
the fields ; and the pleasure was heightened beyond 
measure if we crossed the river in the ferry boat at 
Walcot, or at the South Parade ; short as the passage 
was, I have not yet foi^otten the delight which it 
used to give me. There were three points beyond 
all others which I was desirous of reaching, the 
sham castle on Claverton Hill, a summer-house on 
Beechen Cliffs, and the grave of a young man, whom 
a practised gambler, by name (I think) Count Rice, 
had killed in a duel The two former objects were 
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neither of them two miles distant ; but they were up 
hill, and my aunt regarded it as an impossibility to 
walk 80 {kr. I did not reach them, therefore, till I 
was old enough to be in some degree master of my 
own movemeDts. The tomb of the unfortunate 
duellist was at Bath Weston, and we got there 
once, which was an extraordinary exertion ; but the 
usual extent of our walks into the country (which 
were very rare) was to a cotti^ in an orchard 
about half way to that vill^e. It was always a great 
joy to me when I was sent for home, though my 
father's house was in one of the busiest streets in a 
crowded city ; I had more liberty then, and was under 
no capricious restrictions, and I had more walks into 
the fields, though still too few. My mother some- 
times, and sometimes my aunt Mary, would walk with 
me to Kingsdown, to Brandon Hill, Clifton, or that 
bank of the river which is called the Sea-Banks, 
and we often went to my grandmother's, where I 
liked best to be, because I had there a thorough en- 
joyment of the country. 

Miss Tyler, whose ascendency over my mother 
was always that of an imperious elder sister, would 
not suffer me to be breeched till I was six years old, 
though I was tall of my age. I had a fantastic cos- 
tume of nankeen for highdaysand holydays, trimmed 
with green fringe ; it was called a vest and tunic, or 
a jam. When at last I changed my dress, it was for 
coat, WMstcoat, and breeches of foresters' green j at 
that time there was no intermediate form of apparel 
in use. I was then sent as a day scholar to a school 
on the top of St. Michael's or Mile Hill, which was 
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then esteemed the best in Bristol, kept hy Mr. Foot ", 
a disaenting minister of that community who are colled 
General BaptistB^in contradiBtinction to the Particular 
or CalTinistic Baptists. Like most of his deuomina" 
tion, he had passed into a Bort of low Arianism, if 
indeed he were not a Socinian. With this, however, 
I bad no concern, nor did my parents regard it. To 
a child, indeed, it could be of no consequence ; but a 
youth might easily and imperceptibly have acquired 
from it an injurious bias, if his good conduct and dis- 
position had made him a favourite with him. He 
was an old man, and if the school bad ever been a 
good one, it had woefully deteriorated. I was one 
of the least boys there, I believe the very least, and 
certainly both as willing and as apt to learn as any 
teacher could have desired ; yet it was the only school 
where I was ever treated with severity. Lessons in 
the grammar, which I did not comprehend, and yet 
could have learned well enough by rote under gentle 
discipline and a good-natured teacher, were frightened 
out of my head, and then I was shut up during play- 
time in a closet at the top of the stairs, where there 
was just light enough through some bars to see my 
lesson by. Once he caned me cruelly, — the only time 
that any master ever hud his hand upon me, — and I 
am sure he deserved a beating much more than I did. 
There was a great deal of tyranny in the school, from 
the worst of which I was exempted, because I went 
home iu the evening ; but I stood in great fear of the 
big boys, and saw much more of the evil side of 

Bishop Hoadley. This I ksni 
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human nature than I should ever have leanit in the 
course of domestic education. 

I had not been there more than twelve months 
when the master died. He was succeeded hj John 
Prior Estlin, a Socinian minister, with whom in after 
years I was well acquMuted, a good scholar, acd an 
excellent man. Had I continued at the school, he 
would have grounded me well, for he was just the 
kind of man to have singled me out and taken 
pleasure in bestowing careful culture where it would 
not have been lost. Unfortunately, my father (I 
know not for what reason) thought proper to re- 
move me upou Mr. Foot's death, and placed me at a 
school nine miles from Bristol, in a village called 
Corston, about a mile from the Globe at Xewton, a 
well-known public house on the road between Bath 
and Bristol. The stage was to drop me at that 
public house, and my father to accompany it on 
horseback, and consign me to the master's care. 
When the time for our departure drew nigh, I found 
my mother weeping in her chamber; it was the first 
time I had ever seen her shed tears. The room (that 
wherein I was bom) with all its furniture, and her 
position and look at that moment, are as distinct in 
my memory as if the scene had occurred but yester- 
day ; and I can call to mind with how strong and 
painful an effort it was that I subdued my own 
emotions. I allude to this in the Hymn to the 
Fenates, as 
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What follows also is from the life : 

Sidljr at night 
I sat me down beside a atranger's bearUi, 
And vhun the lingering hour of rest «ai come, 
Pilst wet wilb tears my pillow. 

One of my earliest extant poems (the Retrospect) 
describes this school, and a visit which I made to it, 
after it had ceased to be one, in the year 1793. You 
have it, as it was origindly written at that time, in 
the volume which I published with Robert Lovell, 
and as corrected for preservation, in the collection of 
mj Minor Poemsl The house had been the mansion 
of some decayed family, whose bistoty I should like 
to trace if Collinson's Somersetshire were to fall in 
my way. There were vestiges of former respect- 
ability and comfort about it, which, young as I was, 
impressed me in the same manner that such things 
would do now — walled gardens, summer-houses, 
gate-pillars, surmounted with huge stone balls, a 
paddock, a large orchard, walnut trees, yards, out- 
houses upon an opulent scale. I felt how mournful 
all this was in its fallen state, when the great walled 
garden was converted into a playground for the boys, 
the gateways broken, the summer-houses falling to 
ruin, and grass growing in the interstices of the 
lozenged pavement of the fore-court. The features 
within I do not so distinctly remember, not being 
80 well able to understand their symbols of better 
days ; only I recollect a black oaken staircase from 
the hall, and that the school-room was hung with 
faded tapestry, behind which we used to have our 
hoards of crabs. 
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Here one year of tay life was pa^ with HtUe pro- 
fit, and with a good deal of suffering. There could 
not be a worse school in all respecta. Thomas Flower, 
the master, was a remarkable man, worthy ofa better 
station in life, but utterly unfit for that in which he 
was placed. His whole delight was in mathematics 
and astronomy, and he had constructed an orrery 
upon so large a scale that it filled a room. What a 
misery it must have been for such a man to teach a 
set of stupid boys, year after year, the rudiments of 
arithmetic. And a misery he seemed to feel it. 
When he came into hia desk, even there he was 
thinking of the stars, and looked as if he were out of 
hnmonr, not from ill-nature, but because his calcu- 
lations were interrupted. But for the most part he 
left the school to the care of his son Charley, 
a person who was always called by that familiar di-. 
minutive, and whose consequence you may appreciate 
accordingly. Writing and arithmetic were all they 
professed to teach; but twice in the week a French- 
man came from Bristol to instruct in Latin the small 
number of boys who learnt it, of whom I was one. 
Duplanier was bis name. He returned to France at 
the commencement of the Bevolution, and a report 
obtained credit at Bristol, and got into the newspapers, 
that, having resumed his proper name, which for some 
reason or other he had thought fit to conceal in 
England, he went into the army, and became no less 
a personage than General Menou, of Egyptian noto- 
riety. For Duplanier's sake, who was a very good- 
natured man, I am glad the story was disproved. 

That sort of ornamental penmanship which now I 
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fear lias wholly gone out of use, was taught there. 
The father, as weJl as Charley, excelled in it. They 
could adorn the heading of a rule in arithmetic in a 
cyphering-book, or the bottom of a page, not merely 
with common flourishing, but with on angel, a serpent, 
a fish, or a pen, formed with an ease and freedom of 
hand which was to me a great object of admiration; 
but, unluckily, I was too young to acquire the art. I 
haveaeen, in the course of my life, two historical pieces 
produced in this manner j worthy of remembrance 
they are, as notable specimens of whimsical dexterity. 
One was David killing Goliah ; it was in a broker's 
shop at Bristol, and I would have bought it if I could 
have afforded at that time to expend some ten shiUlugs 
upon it. The other was a portrait of king Joam V. 
on horseback, in the bishop's palace at Beja. They 
taught the beautiful Italian, or lady's hand, used in 
the age of our parents; engrossing (which, I suppose, 
was devised to insure distinctness and legibility); 
and some varieUes of German text, worthy for their 
square, massy, antique forms to have figured in an 
antiquarian's titlepage. 

Twice during the twelve months of my stay great 
interest was excited throughout the commonwealth 
by a grand spelUng-match, for which poor Flower 
deserves some credit, if it was a device of his own 
to save himself trouble and amuse the boys. Two 
of the biggest boys chose their party, boy by boy 
alternately, till the whole school was divided between 
them. They then hunted the dictionary for words 
unusual enough in their orthography to puzzle ill- 
taught lads ; and having compared lists, that the same 
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word might not be choeeD by both, two words were 
delivered to every boy, and liept by him profoundly 
secret from all on the other side till the time of trial. 
On a day appointed we were drawn up in battle 
array, quite ae anxious on the occasion as the mem- 
bers of a cricket-club for the result of a grand match 
against all England. Ambition, that " last infirmity 
of noble minds," had its full share in producing this 
anxiety ; and to increase the excitement, each person 
had wagered a halfpenny upon the event. The words 
were given out in due succession on each side, from 
the biggest to the least ; and for every one which 
was spelt rightly in its progress down the enemy's 
ranks, the enemy scored one ; or one was scored on 
the other side, if the word run the gauntlet safely. 
The party in which I was engaged lost one of these 
matches and won the other. I remember that my 
words for one of them were Chrystalization and 
Coterie, and that I was one of the most effective 
persons in the contest, which might easily be. 

Charley and hia father frequently saved themselves 
some trouble, by putting me to teach bi^er boys 
than myself. I got on with Latin here more by 
assisting others in their lessons than by my own, 
when the mnater came so seldom. This assistance 
was not voluntary on my part ; it was a tax levied 
upon me by the law of the strongest, a law which 
prevails as much in schools as it did in the cabinets of 
Louis XIV. and the emperor Napoleon, and does in 
that of the United States of America; but the effect 
was, that I made as much progress as if my lessons 
had been daily. At Mr. Foote's I read Cordery 
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and Erasmus, each with a tranelation in a parallel 
column, which was doubled down at lesson time. 
Here I got into Pheedrua without a tranelation, but 
with the help of an ordo verborum, indicated by 
figures in the margin. But I am at the end of my 
paper and the slip beside me has items enough con- 
cerning Coreton for another letter. 



Letteb VIII. 

KBCOIXECTIOHS OF COBBTOH 

December 38tb, 1831. 
I BEMEMBEB poor Tlower with compassion, and not 
without respect, as a man who, under more auspidous 
circumstances, might have passed his life happily for 
himself, and perhaps honourably as well as usefully 
for his country. His attainmente and talents were, I 
have no doubt, very considerable in their kind ; and 
I am sure that hie temper and disposition were 
naturally good. I never saw so little punishment in 
any school. There was but one fl<^ing during my 
stay there ; it was for running away, which was con- 
sidered the heaviest of all offences. The exhibi- 
tion was then made aa serious as possible; the instru- 
ment was a scourge of packthread instead of a rod. 
But though punishments in private schools were at 
that time, I believe, always much more severe than in 
public oncB, I do not remember that this was remark- 
able for severity. We stood in awe and respect of 
him rather than fear. If there was nothing con- 
ciliating or indulgent about him, there was no rigour 
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or ill-nature ; but his manner was what you might 
expect to find in one who was habitually thoughtful, 
and who, when not engaged in abetruse studies, had 
reason enough for unhappinesB, because of hie domes- 
tic (nrcumetances. His school was declining. He was 
about fifty years of age ; and having lost his first wil^, 
had married one of his maids, who took to drinking ; 
the house, therefore, was in disorder; the servants were 
allowed to take their own course, and the boys were 
sadly neglected. In every thing which relates to 
personal cleanliness, they were left to the care of 
themselves. I had a, profusion of curly har: just 
before the holydays, it was thought proper to examine 
into the state of its population, which was found 
to be prodigiously great ; my head, therefore, was 
plastered with soap, and in that condition I was sent 
home, with such sores in consequence of long ne- 
glect, that my mother wept at seeing them. 

Our morning ablutions, to the entire saving of all 
materials, were performed in a little stream which 
ran through the barton, and in its ordinary state 
was hardly more than ankle deep. We had porridge 
for breakfast in winter, bread and milk in summer. 
My taste was better than my appetite; the green 
leeks in this uncleanly broth gave me a dislike to 
that plant, which I ret^n to this day (St. David 
forgive me 1), and if it were swimming with fat, as it 
usually was, I could better fast till the hour of dinner 
than do violence to my stomach by forcing down the 
greasy and offensive mixture. The bread and milk 
reminds me of an anecdote connected with the 
fashion of those days. Because I was indulged with 
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Bugar in my bread and milk at home, when I went 
to school I was provided with a store carefully 
secured in paper. I had a cocked hat for Sundaje ; 
during the rest of the week it lay in my box upon 
the top of my clothes, and when the paper of brown 
eugar was reduced ia bulk, I deposited it in the cock 
of the hat. As you may suppose, my fingers found 
their way there whenever I went to the box, nnd the 
box was sometimes opened for that purpose ; thus 
the sugar was by little and little strewn over the hat. 
It was in a sweet clammy condition the first time I 
was sent for from school by my Aunt Tyler, to visit 
her at Bath ; and as the cocked hat was then in the 
last and lowest stage of its fashion, mine was dis- 
missed to be rounded by the hatter, aud I never 
wore one again till I was at Madrid, where rouud 
hats were prohibited. 

One day in the week we had bread and cheese for 
dinner; or, when baking day came rouud, a hot cak^ 
with cheese or a small portion of butter at our choice. 
This, to my liking, was the best dinner in the week. 
Some of the boys would split their cake, lay the 
cheese in thin layers between the halves, and then 
place it under a screw-press, so as to compress it into 
one mass. This rule of going without meat one day 
in the week was then, I believe, general in the country 
schools, and is still practised in many, retained per- 
haps, for motives of frugality, from Catholic times; 
and yet, so stupid is popular obstinacy, fifth, even 
where it is most plentiful, is never used. One of the 
servants had the privilege of selling gingerbread and 
such things. We had bread and cheese for supper, and 
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were permitted to raise saladd for thia meal, in little 
portions of ground, into which what hod been in better 
times the 6ower-border of the great pleasure-garden 
was divided : these portions were our property, and 
transferable by sale. We raised mustard and cress, 
radishes and lettuce. When autumn came, we had 
no lack of apples, fur it ib a country of orchards. 
The brook which has already been mentioned, paeaed 
through one immediately before it entered the barton 
where our ablutions were performed; the trees on 
one aide grew on a steepish declivity, and in stormy 
weather we constructed dams acrosa the stream to 
stop the apples which were brought down. Our 
maater had an extensive orchard of his own, and cm- 
ployed the boys to gather in the fruit: there was, of 
course, free license to eat on that day, and a moderate 
share of pocketings would have been tolerated ; but 
whether original sin was particularly excited by 
that particular fruit or not, so it was that a sub- 
traction was made enormous enough to make inquiry 
unavoidable; the boxes were searched in consequence, 
and the whole plunder waa thus recovered. The 
boys were employed also to squail at the bannets, 
that is, being interpreted, to throw at his walnuts 
when it was time to bring them down ; there were 
four or five fine trees on the hill-side above the brook, 
I was too little to bear a part in this, which required 
considerable strength ; but for many days afterwards, 
I had the gleaning among the leaves and broken twiga 
wiUi which the ground was covered ; and the fragrance 
of those leaves, in their incipient decay, is one of those 
odours which I can recall at will, and which, when- 
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ever it occurs, brings with it the vivid remembrance 
of paat times. 

One very odd amusement, which I never saw 
or heard of elsewhere, was greatly in vogue at this 
school. It was performed with snail shells, by 
placing them ag^st each other, point to point, and 
pressing till the one was broken in, or sometimes both. 
This was caUed conquering ; and the shell which re- 
mained unhurt, acquired esteem and value in propor- 
tion to the number over which it had triumphed, an 
accurate account being kept. A great conqueror was 
prodigiously prized and coveted, so much so indeed, 
that two of this description would seldom have been 
brought to contest the palm, if both possessors had not 
been goaded to it by reproaches and taunts. The 
victor had the number of its opponents added to its 
own ; thus when one conqueror of fifty conquered 
another which had been aa often victorious, it became 
conqueror of an hundred and one. Yet even in this, re- 
putation was sometimes obtained upon false pretences. 
I found a boy one day, who had fallen in with a great 
immber of young snails, so recently hatched (hat the 
shells were still transparent, and he was besmearing 
bis fingers by crushing these poor creatures one after 
another against his conqueror, counting away with 
the greatest satisfaction at his work. He was a 
good-natured boy, so that I, who had been bred up to 
have a sense of humanity, ventured to express some 
compassion for the enaib, and to suggest that he 
might as well count them and lay them aside unhurt. 
He hesitated, and seemed inclined to assent till it 
struck him as a point of honour, or of conscience, and 
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then he resolutely eaid, no ! that wotild not do, for he 
could not tlieo fairly Bay he had conquered them. 
There ie a suq>rising difference of etrength in these 
efaella, aud that not depending upon the size or speciea ; 
I mean, whether yellow, brown, or etriped. It might 
partly be estimated by the appearance of the point, 
or top (I do not know what better term to use) : the 
strong ones were usually clear and glossy there, and 
white if the shell were of the large, coarse, mottled 
brown kind. The top was then said to be petrified; and 
ft good conqueror of this description would triumph 
for weeks or montlis. I remember that one of the 
greatest heroes bore evident marks of having once 
been conquered. It had been thrown away in some 
lucky situation, where the poor tenant had leisure to 
repair his habitation, or rather where the restorative 
power of nature repEured it for him, and the wall was 
thus made stronger than it had been before the breach, 
by an arch of new masonry below. But in general 
I should think the resisting power of the shell de- 
pended upon the geometrical nicety of its form. 

One of the big boys one day brought down a kite 
with an arrow, from the play-ground : this I think a 
more extraordinary feat than Apollo's killing Python, 
though a Belvidere Jack Steel (this was the archer's 
name) would not make quite so heroic a statue. We 
had a boy there who wore midshipman's uniform, 
and whose pay must have more than maintained him 
at school; his father was a purser, and such things 
were not uncommon in those days. While I was 
at this school, the corporation of Bristol invited 
Bodney from Bath to a public dinner, after his great 
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victory; and we, to do biin honour in our way, 
were all marched down to the Glohe at Newton, 
by the road aide, that we might see him pass, and 
give him three cheers. They were heartily given, 
and were returned with great good humour from the 
carriage window. A.nother circumetance has made 
me remember the day well. Looking about for con- 
querors in Newton churchyard before we returned to 
school, I saw a slow-worm get into the ground under 
a tombstone j and in consequence, when 1 met no long 
time afterwards with the ancient opinion that the 
spinal marrow of a human body generates a serpent, 
this fact induced me long to believe it without hesi- 
tation, upon the supposed testimony of my own eyes. 
Though I had a full share of discomfort at Corston, 
I recollect nothing there so painful as that of being 
kept up every night till a certain hour, when I was 
dying with sleepinesa. Sometimes I stole away to 
bed ; but it was not easy to do this, and I found that 
it was not deairable, because the other boys played 
tricks upon me when they came. But I dreaded 
nothing bo much as Sunday evening in winter : we 
were then assembled in the ball, to hear the master 
read a sermon, or a portion of Stackhouse'a History of 
the Bible. Here I sat at the end of a long form, 
in sight but not within feeling of the Ere, my feet 
cold, my eyelids heavy as lead, and yet not daring to 
close them, kept awake by fear alone, in total inaction, 
and under the operation of a lecture more soporific 
than the strongest sleeping dose. Heaven help the 
wite of those good people who think that children 
are to be edified by having sermons read to them I 
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After remaining there nbout twelve months, I was 
sent for home, upon an alarm that the itch had broken 
out among us. Some of the boys communicated this 
advice to their parents in letters which Duplanien 
conveyed for them ; all others, of course, being dictated 
and written under inspection. The report, whether 
true or false, accelerated the ruin of the school. A 
scandalous scene took place of mutual reproaches 
between father and son, each accusing the other for 
that neglect the consequences of which were now 
become apparent. 

The dispute was renewed with more violence after 
the boys were in bed. The next morning the master 
was not to be seen ; Charley appeared with a black 
eye, and we knew that father and son had come to 
blows I Most, if not all, the Bristol boys were now 
taken away, and I among them, to my great joy. 
But on my arrival at home I was treated as a sus- 
pected person, and underwent a three days' pui^tory 
in brimstone. 



Jnlf, 1833. 

The year which I passed at Corston had been a 
mournful one for my mother. She lost my sweet 
little sister Louisa during that time; and being after 
a while persuaded to- accompany Miss Tyler to London, 
where she had never before been, they were recalled 



ciq mod t, Google 



XaAT. 6. KOBEBT SOUTHET. 69 

by the tidings of my grandmother's sudden death. 
Miss Tyler had found it expedient to break up her 
establishment at Bath, and-pasa some time in visiting 
among her friends. She now took up her abode at 
Bedminster, till family atFoira should be settled, and 
till she could detennine where and how to fix herself. 
Thither also I was sent, while my father was looking 
out for another school at which to place me. 

I have so many vivid feelings connected with this 
house at Bedmineter, that if it had not been in a vile 
neighbourhood, I believe my heart would have been 
set upon purchasing it, and fixing my abode there 
where the happiest days of my childhood were spent. 
My grandfather built it (about the year 1740, I 
suppose), and had made it what was then thought a 
thoroughly commodious and good house for one in his 
rank of life. It stood in a lane, some two or three 
hundred yards from the great western road. You 
ascended by several semicircular steps into what was 
called the fore court, but was in &ct a flower-^rdeui 
with a broad pavement from the gate to the porch. 
That porch was in great part lined, as well as covered, 
with white jessamine ; and many a time have I sat 
there with my poor sisters, threading the fallen 
blossoms upon grass stalks. It opened into a httle 
hall, paved with diamond-shaped flags. On the right 
hand was the parlour, which had a brown or black 
boarded flour, covered with a Lisbon mat, and a 
handsome timepiece over the fireplace ; on the left 
was the best kitchen, in which the family lived. The 
best kitehen is an apartment that belongs to other 
days, and is now no longer to be seen, except in 
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houses wlucbi having remained unaltered for tlie last 
half century, are Inhabited by persons a degree lower 
in society than their former poseessora. The one 
which I am now colling to mind after an interval of 
more than forty years, was a cheerful room, with an 
nir of such country comfort about it, that my little 
heart was always gladdened when I entered it during 
my grandmother's life. It had a stone Boor, which I 
believe was the chief distinction between a best 
kitchen and a parlour. The furniture consisted of 
a clock, a large oval oak table with two flaps {over 
which two or three fowling-piecea had their place), 
a round tea-table of cherry wood, Windsor chairs of 
the same, and two large armed ones of that easy 
make (of all makes it is the easiest), in one of which 
my grandmother always sat. On one side of the 
fireplace the china was displayed in a bufiet — 
that is, a cupboard with glass doors ; on the other 
were closets for articles less ornamental, but more in 
use. The room was wainscotted and ornamented 
with some old maps, and with a long looking-glass 
over the chimney-piece, and a tall one between the 
windows, both in white frames. The windows 
opened into the fore-court, and were as cheerful and 
fragrant in the season of flowers as roses and jessa- 
mine, which grew luxuriantly without, could make 
them. There was a passage between this apartment 
and the kitchen, long enough to admit of a large 
airy pantry, and a larder on the left hand, the 
windows of both opening into the barton, as did 
those of the kitchen ; on the right was a door into 
the back court. There was a rock in the kitchen 
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well fumiehed with bacon, and a miHtlet^e bush 
always auepended from the middle of the ceiling. 

The green room, which was my uncle Edward's, 
was over the parlour. Over the hall was a amaller 
apartment, which had been my grandfather's office, 
and still cont^ned his desk and bis pigeon-holes: I 
remember it well, and the large-patterned, dark, flock 
paper, with its taded ground. The yellow room, 
over the best kitchen, was the visitor's chamber ; and 
this my mother occupied whenever she slept there. 
There was no way to my grandmother's, the blue 
room over the kitchen, but through this and an 
intervening passage, where, on the left, was a store- 
room. The blue room had a thorough light, one 
window looking into the barton, the other into the 
back court. The squire slept in the garret ; his room 
was on one side, the servants' on the other: and there 
was a lai^e open space between, at the top of the 
stairs, used for lumber and stores. 

A door from the hall, opposite to the entrance, 
opened upon the cellar stairs, to which there was 
another door from the back court. This was a square, 
having the house on two sides, the washhouse and 
brewhouse on the third, and walled on the fourth. 
A vine covered one side of the house here, and grew 
round my grandmother's window, out of which I 
have often reached the grapes. Here also was the 
pigeon-house, and the pump, under which the fatal 
dipping* was performed. The yard or barton was of 
considerable size ; the entrance to it was from the 
lane, through large folding-gates, with a horse-chest- 
• See page 28. 
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nut on each side. Aad here another building fronted 
you, as lai^ as the house, containing the dairy and 
laundry, both large and excelleut in their kind, seed- 
rooms, stable, haylofts, &c The front of this out- 
house was almost clothed with yew, cliptto the shape 
of the windows. Opposite the one gable-end were 
the coal and stick houses ; and on the left side of the 
barton was a shed for the cart, and while my grand- 
father lived, for an open carriage, which after his death 
was no longer kept. Here too was the horse-block, 
beautifully overhung with ivy, from an old wall 
against which it was placed. The other gable-end 
was covered with fruit trees, and at the bottom was a 
raised camomile bed. 

An old-fashioned bird's eye view, half picture, half 
plan, would explain all this more intelligibly than my 
description can do ; and if I possessed the skill, 1 
should delight in tracing one — my memory would 
accurately serve. If I have made myself understood, 
you will perceive that the back court formed a square 
with the house. Behind both was a piece of waste 
ground, left for the passage of carts from the barton 
to the orchard, but considerably wider than was 
necessary for that purpose. It was neatly kept in 
grass, with a good wide path from the court to the 
kitchen-garden. This wad large, excellently stocked, 
and kept in admirable order by my uncle Edward. 
It was enclosed from the waste ground by a wall 
about breast-high, surmounted with white rails till 
it joined the outhouses. The back of these was 
covered with pear and plum trees — the green gages 
I remember were remarkably fine of their kind. One 
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side was walled, and well clothed with cherry, peach, 
and nectarine trees ; the opposite one was separated 
by a hedge from the lane leading to the orchard, from 
which the garden waa divided at the bottom. I have 
called it a kitchen-garden, because that name was 
given it; but it was ornamental aa well as useful, 
with grass walks, espaliers, and a profueion of fine 
flowers. The side of the house in the fore court also 
was covered with an apricot-tree ; so that every luxury 
of this kind which an English sun can ripen, was 
there in abundance. Just by the orchard gate was 
a fine barberry-bush ; and that 'peculiar odour of its 
blossoms, which is supposed to injure the wheat within 
its reach, ia still fresh in my remembrance. Words- 
worth has no sense of smelL Once, and once only in 
his life, the dormant power awakened ; it waa by a 
bed of stocks in full bloom, at a house which he 
inhabited in Dorsetshire, some five and twenty years 
ago ; and he says it was like a vision of Paradise to 
him : but it lasted only a few minutes, and the 
faculty has continued torpid from that time. The 
fact is remarkable in itself, and would be worthy of 
notice, even if it did not relate to a man of whom 
posterity will desire to know all that can be remem- 
bered. He has often expressed to me his r^ret for 
this privation. I, on the contrary, possess the sense in 
such acuteness, that I can remember an odour and 
call up the ghoat of one that is departed. But I 
must return to the barberry-bush. It stood at the 
entrance of a potato garden, which had been taken 
from the orchard. The orchard was still of consider- 
able size. At the bottom waa a broad wet ditch, 
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with a little drawbridge over it leading into the 
fielda, through which was the pleasantest vs^y to 
church and to Bristol. It wne just one mile to the 
church, and two to my father's house in Wine Street. 
It ■ffsa very seldom indeed, that my grandmother 
west to BrietoL I scarcely recollect ever to have 
seen her there. The extent of her walks was to 
church, which she never missed, unless the weather 
absolutely confined her to the house. She was not 
able to attend the evening service also, on account of 
the distance ; but in the momiDg she was constant, 
and always in good time ; for if she were not there 
before the absolution, she need to say that she might 
as well have remtuned at home. At other times she 
rarely went out of her own premises. Neighbours 
of her own rank there were none within her reach ; 
her husband's acquaintance had mostly died off, and 
she had made no new ones since his death. Her 
greatest happiness was to have my mother there with 
some of the young fry ; and we, on our part, had no 
pleasure so great as that of a visit to Bedminster. 
It was, indeed, for my mother, as well as for us, an 
advantage beyond all price to have this quiet coun- 
try home at so easy a distance, abounding as it did 
with all country comforts. Bedminster itself was an 
ugly, dirty, poor, populous village, many of the in- 
habitants being colliers. But the coal pits were in a 
diiferent part of the parish, and the house was at a 
sufficient distance from all annoyances. K there was 
no beauty of situation, there was complete retirement, 
and perfect comfort. The view was merely to a 
field and cottage on the other side the lane, on a 
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rieing ground belonging to the property. But the 
little world Tpithin was our own. And to me it waa 
quite a different world from that in wliicli I liyed 
at other times. My father's house was in one of the 
busiest and noi^est streets of Bristol, and of course 
had no outlets. At Bath I was under perpetual 
restr^nt. But here I had all wholesome liberty, 
all wholesome indulgence, all wholesome enjoyments ; 
and the delight which I there learnt to take in rural 
sights and soundB, has grown up with me and con- 
tinues unabated to this day. 

My chief amusement was in the garden, where I 
found endless enterttunment in the flowers and in ob- 
serving insects. I had little propensity to any boyish 
sports, and less ezpertness in them. My uncles 
Kdward and William used to reproach me with this 
sometimes, saying they never saw such a boy. One 
schoolboy's art, however, they taught me, which I 
have never read of, nor seen practised elsewhere ; it 
waa that of converting a marble into a black witch, 
and thereby making it lucky. You know that if a 
marble be put in the fire, it makes & good detonating 
ball. I have sacrificed many a one so, to frighten the 
cook. But if the marble be wrapt up in brown 
paper (perhaps any paper may answer the purpose 
as well) with some suet or dripping round about it, 
it will not explode while the &t is burning, and when 
you take it out of the grate it is as black as jet. 

But if I was unapt at ordinary sports, a botanbt 
or entomologist would have found me a willing pupil 
in those years ; and if I had fallen in with one, I 
might perhaps, at this very day, have been chiasifying 

TOL. I. F 
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mosBes, and writing upon the natural history of eniuls 
or cockchafere, inetead of recording the events of the 
Peninsular "War. I knew every variety of grass blossom 
that the fields produced, and in what situations to look 
for each. I discovered that shmIs seal themselves up 
in their shells during the winter ; and that ants make 
their way into the cockchafer through an aperture in 
the breast, and eat out its inside while it is yet alive. 
This gave me a great dislike to the ants, which even 
the delightlul papers about them in the Guardian did 
not overcome. Two curious facta concerning these 
insects, which fell under my own observation in those 
days, are worthy of being noted. They spoilt the 
produce of some of our best currant trees one year. 
The trees were trained against a wall, the anta 
walked over them continually and in great numbers 
(I cannot tell why, but probably after the apkidet, 
which, as Kirby and Spence tell us, they regularly 
milK), and thus they imparted so rank a smell to the 
fruit that it could not be eaten. The ants were very 
numerous that season, and thb occasioned a just and 
necessary war upon them. They had made a high- 
way through the porch, along the interstices of the 
flagstones. The right of path, as you may suppose, 
watt not acquiesced in ; and when this road was as lull 
as Cheapside at noonday, boiling water was poured 
upon it. The bodies, however, all disappeared in a 
few hours, carried away, as we supposed, by their 
comrades. But we know that some insects are mar- 
vellously retentive of life ; and this circumstance has 
sometimes tempted me to suspect that an ant may 
derive no more injury from being boiled, than a fly 
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from beiDg bottled in Madeini, or a enul from having 
ita head cut off, or from lying seven years in a col- 
leotor'a cabinet. Of the latter fact (which was already 
authenticated) my neighbour, Mr. Fryer of Orma- 
thwaite, had proof the other day. 

There are three flowers which, to this day, always 
remind me of BedmioBter. The Syringn or Roman 
Jessamine, which covered an arbour in the fore 
court, and another at the bottom of the kitchen- 
garden ; the everiasting pea, which grew most luxu- 
riantly under the beat kitchen windows; and the 
CTcning primrose : my grandmother loved to watch the 
opening of this singularly delicate Sower — a flower, 
indeed, which in purity and delicacy seems to me to 
exceed all others. She called it mortality, because 
theee beauties pass away so soon, and because in the 
briefness of its continuance (living only for a night) 
it reminded her of human life. 

The houBe was sold after her death, as soon as a 
purchaser could be found, there being no longer the 
means for Bupporting it. The revereion of her join- 
ture had long ago been sold by John Tyler. The 
house was Edward's property, he having bought it 
when he came of age. Her loss was deeply felt by 
him and the poor Squire : and indeed it was fatal to 
their happiness ; for happy hitherto they had been, 
according to their own sense of enjoyment. In losing 
her they lost everything. The Squire was sent to 
board in a village on the coast of the Bristol Channel, 
called Worle ; and I^dward lyier, who was very 
capable of business, took a clerk's place in Bristol. 
But thdr stay wag gone; and eventually, I have 



ciq mod t, Google 



68 EAELT LIFE OP mnr. 3. 

DO doubt, both their lives were shortened hj the 



I went to look at the place, some twenty yeate 
og o ; it was a good deal altered — bow windows had 
been thrown out in the front, and a gazebo erected 
in the roof. After viewing about the front as much 
as I could without being noticed and deemed imper- 
tinent, I made my way round into the fields, and saw 
that the drawbridge was still in existence. I have 
seen the gazebo since, from the window of a stage 
coach ; and this b probably the laet view I shall ever 
have of a place so dear to me. Even the recollections 
of it will soon be confined to my own breast ; for 
mj uncle and my aunt Mary are now the only living 
persons who partake them, 



January lOtli, 18S3. 
I WAS now placed as a day-boarder at a school in that 
part of Bristol called the Fort, on the hill above 
St. Michael's Church. William Williams, the master, 
was, as his name denotes, a Welehman. I find Imn 
satirized, or to use a more accurate word, slandered, 
in the Miscellanies of my uncle's old master Emanuel 
Collins, as an impudent pretender. This he certainly 
was not J for he pretended to very little, and what he 
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professed to teach he taught well. The Latin he left 
wholly to an osher, Bevaa by name, who was curate 
of the parish. The writing, cyphering, and merchant's 
accounts he superintended himself, though there was 
a writing-master who made and mended the pens, 
ruled the copy-books, and examined the elates. 
Williams was au author of the very humblest class ; 
he had composed a spelling-book solely for the con- 
sumption of his own school : it was never published 
and had not even a titlepage. For lore of this 
epelling-book be exercised the boys in it so much, 
that the thumbing and dog-leaving turned to good 
account. But he was, I verily believe, consdentiousty 
earnest in making them perfect in the Catechism; 
the examination in this was always dreaded as the 
most formidable duty of the school, — such was the 
accuracy which he exacted, and the severity of his 
manner on that occasion. The slightest inattention 
was treated as a crime. 

My grandmother died in 1782, and either in the 
latter end of that year, or the ensuing January, I 
was placed at poor old Williams's, whom, as that 
expression indicates, I remember with feelings of 
good will I had commenced poet before this, at 
how early an age I cannot call to mind; but I 
very well recollect that my first composition, both 
in manner and sentiment, might hare been deemed 
« very hopefnl imitation of the Bellman's verses. 
The discovery, however, that I could write rhymes 
gave me great pleasure, which was in no slight 
degree heightened when I perceived that my mother 
was not only pleased with what I had produced, 
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but proud of it. Miss Tjler had intended, aa 
far as she was concerned, to give me a systematio 
education, and for this purpose (as she afterwards told 
me) purchased a tran^tion of Boueseau's Emilius. 
That system being happily even more impracticable 
than Mr. Edgeworth's, I was lucky enough to escape 
from any experiment of this kind, and there good 
fortune provided for me better than any method 
could have done. Nothing could be more propitious 
for me, considering my aptitudes and tendency of 
mind, than Miss Tyler's predilection, I might ^most 
cal] it passion, for the theatre. Owing to this, Shake- 
Bpere was in my hands as soon as I could read ; and 
it was long before I had any other knowledge of 
the history of England than what I gathered from 
bb plays. Indeed, when first I read the pl^ matter 
of fact, the difference which appeared then puzzled 
and did not please me ; and for some time I preferred 
Shakespere's authority to the historian's. 

It is curious that " Titus Andronicus " was at first 
my favourite play ; partly, I suppose, because there 
was nothing in the characters above my comprehen- 
non ; but the chief reason must have been that tales of 
horror make a deep impreasion upon children, as they 
do upon the vulgar, for whom, as their ballads prov^ 
no tragedy can be too bloody — they excite astonish* 
ment rather than pity. I went through Beaumont and 
Fletcher also, before I was ei^t years old ; circum- 
stances enable me to recollect the time accurately. 
Beaumont and Fletcher were great theatrical names, 
and therefore there was no scruple about letting me 
peruse their works. What harm, indeed, could they do 
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me at tbat age ? I read tbem merely for the iatereat 
which the stories afibrded, and uDderstood the worse 
parts as little as I did the better. But I acquired 
imperceptibly from such readiog familiarity with the 
diction, and ear for the blank verse of our great 
masters. In general I gave myself do trouble with 
what I did not understand ; the story was intelli^ble, 
and that was enough. But the knight of the Burning 
Pestle perplexed me terribly ; burlesque of this kind 
is the last thing that a child can comprehend. It 
set me longing, however, for Palmerin of England, 
and tbat longing was never gratified till I read it in 
the original Portuguese. My tavonrite play upon 
the stage was " Cymbeline," and next to that, " As 
you like it." They are both romantic drunas ; and 
no one had ever a more decided turn for music or for 
numbers, than I had for romance. 

You will wonder that this education should not have 
made me a dramatic writer. I had seen more plays 
before I was seven years old than I have ever since 
I was twenty, and heard more conversation about the 
theatre than any otber subject. Miss Tyler had given 
up her house at Walcot before I went to Corston ; and 
when I visited her from school, she waa herself a 
guest with Miss Palmer and her sieter Mrs. Bartlett, 
whose property was vested in the Bath and Bristol 
theatres. Their house was in Gralloway's Buildings, 
from whence a covered passage led to the playhouse, 
and they very rarely missed a night's performance. I 
was too old to be put to bed before the performance 
began, and it was better that I should be taken than 
left with the servants ; therefore I wa6 always of the 
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party ; and if is impossible to describe the thorough 
delight which I received from thie habitual indulgence. 
No after enjoyment could equal or approach it ; I was 
sensible of no defects either in the dramas or in the 
representation: better acting indeed couhl nowhere 
have been found; Mrs. Siddons was the heroine, 
Dimond and Murray would have done credit to any 
stage, and among the comic actors were Edwin and 
Blanchard — and Blisset, who, though never known 
to a London audience, was, of all comic actors whom 
I have ever seen, the most perfect. But I was 
happily insensible to that difference between good 
and had acting vrhich, in riper years, takes off so 
much from the pleasure of dramatic representation ; 
every thing answered the height of my expectations 
and desires. And I saw it in perfect comfort, in a 
small theatre, from the front row <j£ a box, not too 
&r from the centre. The Bath theatre was s^d to 
be the most comfortable in England ; and no expense 
'Was spared in the scenery and decorations. 

My aunt, who hoarded every thing, except money, 
preserved the play-bills, and had a collection of them 
which Dr. Bumey might have envied. Aa she rarely 
or never suffered me to be out of doors, lest I should 
dirt my clothes, these play-bills were one of the 
substitutes devised for my amusement instead of 
healthy and natural sports. 1 was encouraged to 
prick them with a pin, letter by letter : and for want 
of any thing better, became as fond of this employ- 
ment as women sometimes are of netting or any 
ornamental work. I learnt to do it with great pre< 
cision, pricking the larger types by their outline, so 
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that when they were held up to the "window they 
were bordered with spote of light. The object waa 
to illummate the whole hill in this manner. I have 
done it to hundreds ; and yet I can well remember 
the sort of diaBatlsfied and damping feeling, which 
the sight of one of these bills would give me, a day or 
two after it had been finished and lud by. It was 
like an illumination when half the lamps are gone 
out. This amusement gave my writing-masters no 
little trouble ; for, in spite of all their lessons, I held 
a pen as I had been used to hold the pin. 

Miss Tyler was considered as an amateur and 
patroness of the stage. She was well acquainted 
.with Henderson, but of him I have no recollection. 
He lefb Bath, I believe, just aa my play-going days 
began. Edwin, I remember, gave me an irory wind- 
mill, when I was about four years old; and there was 
no fiunily with which she was more intimate than 
Dimond's. She was thrown also into the company 
of dramatic writers at Mr. Palmer's, who resided then 
about a mile from Bath, on the Upper Bristol Road, at 
a house called West Hall. Here she became ac- 
quainted with Coleman and Sheridan, and Cum- 
berland and Holcroft : but I did not see any of them 
in those years; and the two former, indeed, never. 
Sophia Lee was Mrs. Palmer's most intimate friend ; 
she was then in high reputation for the first volume 
of the Becess, and for the Chapter of Accidents. 
You will not wonder, that hearing, as I continually 
did, of living authors, and seeing in what estimation 
they were held, I formed a great notion of the dignity 
attached to their profession. Perhaps m no other 
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circle could this effect ao surely h&ve been produced as 
in a dramatic one, where ephemeral productions extnte 
an iutense interest while thej last Superior as I 
thought actors to all other men, it was not long before 
I perceived that authors were still a higher class. 

Though I have not become a dramatist, my 
earliest dreams of authorship were, as might be 
antitupated, from such circumstances, of a dramatic 
form, and the notion which I had formed of dramatic 
composition was not inaccurate. "It is the easiest 
thing in the world to write a ptayl" said I to Miss 
Palmer, as we were in a carriage on Redcliffe Hill 
one day, returning from Bristol to Bedminster. " Is 
it, my dear? " was her reply. " Yes," I continued, 
"for you know you have only to think what you 
would say If you were in the place of the characters, 
and to make them say it." This brings to mind some 
unlucky illustrations which I made use of about the 
same time to the same lady, with the view of en- 
forcing what I conceived to be good and considerate 
advice. Miss Palmer was on a visit to my aunt at 
Bedminster ; they had fallen out, as they sometimes 
would do ; these bickerings produced a fit of suUen- 
ness in the former, which was not shaken off for some 
days; and while it lasted, she usually sat with her 
apron over her face. I really thought she would 
injure her eyes by this, and told her so in great 
kindness ; " for you know. Miss Palmer," siud I, 
"that every thing gets out of order if it is not used. 
A book, if it is not opened, will become damp and 
mouldy ; and a key, if it is never turned in the lock, 
■get« rusty." Just then my aunt entered the room. 
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" Lord, MisB Tyler 1 " swd the offended Udy, " what 
do yon think this child has been Baying? He baa 
been comparing my eyea to a ruety key and a mouldy 
book." The speech, however, was not without some 
good effect, for it restored good humour. Miss 
Palmer was an odd woman with a, kind heart ; one 
of those persons who are not respected so much as 
they deserve, because their diapositiona are better 
than their understanding. She had a most generous 
and devoted attachment to Miss Tyler, which was 
not always requited as it ought to have been. The 
earliest dream which I can remember, related to her ; 
it was singular enough to impress itself indelibly 
upon my memory. I thought I was sitting with ber 
in her drawing-room (chdrs, carpet, and everything 
are now visibly present to my mind's eye) when the 
devil was introduced aa a morning visitor. Such 
an appearance, for he was in his full costume of horns, 
black bat-winga, tail, and cloven feet, put me in 
ghostly and bodily fear ; but she received him with 
perfect politeness, called him dear Mr. Devil, desired 
the servant to put him a chair, and expressed her 
delight at being favoured with a calL 

There was much more promise im[died in my notion 
of how aplay ought to be written, than would have been 
foundinanyofmyattempts. Thefirst subject whichi 
tried was the continence of Scipio, suggested by a 
print in a pocket-book. Battles were introduced 
in abundance ; because the battle in Cymbeline was 
one of my favourite scenes ; and because Congreve's 
hero in the Mourning Bride, finds the writing of hia 
jather in prison, I made my prince of Numantia find 
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pen, ink, and paper, that he naight write to his mistress. 
An act and a half of this nonsense exhausted my per- 
Beverance. Another story ran for a long time in my 
head, and I had planned the characters to suit the 
actors on the Bath stage. The fable was taken from 
a collection of tales, every drcumstauce of which has 
completely faded from my recollection, except that 
the scene of the story in question was laid in Italy, 
and the time, I think, about Justinian's reign. The 
book must have been at least thirty or forty years 
old then, and I should recognise it if it ever fell in 
my way. While this dnunatic passion continued, I 
wished my friends to partake it; and soon after I 
went to Williams's school, persuaded one of my 
school-fellows to write a tragedy. Ballard was his 
name, the son of a surgeon at Portbury, a good- 
natured good fellow, with a round fece which I 
have not seen for seven or eight-and-thirty years, 
and yet fancy that I could recognise it now, and 
should be right glad to see it. He liked the sug- 
gestion, and agreed to it very readily, but he could 
not tell what to write about. I gave him a story. 
But then another difficulty was discovered ; he could 
not devise names for the personages of the drama. 
I gave him a most heroic assortment of propria ^te 
maribrts etfceminis. He had now got his Dramatit 
PersoncB, but he could not tell what to make them 
say, and then I gave up the business. I made the 
same attempt with another schoolfellow, and with 
no better success. It seemed to me very odd, that 
they should not be able to write plays as well aa to 
do their lessons. It is needless to say that both 
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these friends were of my own age ; this is always the 
condition of school intiinacies. The subject of the 
second experiment was a boy whose appearance pre- 
poBsesBcd everybody. My mother was so taken with 
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me back to the radiments at once, and kept me at 
Btrokea, pothooks and hangers, us, ns, and nu, and 
Buch words as pupil and tulip. Heaven knows how long, 
with absurd and wearisome perseverance. Writing 
was the only thing in which any p^ns were ever 
taken, or any method observed, to ground me tho- 
roughly, and I was universally pronoiwced a most un- 
promising pupil. No instruction ever could teach 
me to hold the pen properly ; of course, therefore, I 
could make none of those full free strokes which were 
deemed essential to good writing, and this drew upon 
me a great deal of unaviullng reproof, ^ugh not 
severity, for old Williams liked me on the whole ; 
and Mr. Foote was the only preceptor (except a 
dancing-master), who ever l^d bands on me in anger. 
At home, too, my father and my uncle Thomas used 
to shake their heads at me, and pronounce that I 
sfaonld never write a decent hand. My cyphering- 
book, however, made some amends, in my master's 
eyes. It was in this that his pains and the proficiency 
of his scholars were to be shewn. The books he used 
to sew himself, half a dozen sheets folded into the 
common quarto size ; they were ruled with double 
red lines, and the lines which were required in the 
sums were also doubled ruled with red inL When the 
book was filled, the pencil lines were carefully rubbed 
out ; and Williams, tearing off the covers, deposited it 
in an envelope of fine cartridge paper, on which he had 
written, in his best hand, the boy's name to whom it 
belonged. When there were enough of these to form a 
volume, they were consigned to apoor old man, the in- 
habitant of an almshouse, who obtained a few com- 
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forta beyond what the establishment allowed him, hy 
binding them. Now, though I wrote what is called 
a stiff cramp hand, there was a neatness and re- 
gularity about my books, which were peculiar to 
them. I bad as quick a sense of eymraetry as of 
metre. My lines were always drawn according to 
some standard of proportion, so that the page had an 
^peanmce of order, at first ught. I found the ad- 
vantage of this when I came to be concerned with 
proof sheets. The method which I used in my 
cyphering-book, led me to teach the printers how to 
print verses of irregular length upon a regular prin- 
ciple : and Ballantyne told me I was the only person 
he ever met with, who knew how a page would look 
before it iras set up. I may add that it was I who 
set the fashion for black letter in titlepages and half 
titles, and that this arose &om my admiration of 
German-text at achooL 

I remmned at this school between four and five 
years, which, if not profitably, were at least not un- 
happily spent And here let me state the deliberate 
opinion upon the contested subject of public or pri- 
vate education, which I have formed Irom what I 
have experienced and heard and observed. A juster 
estimate of one's self is acquired at school than can 
be formed in the course of domestic instruction, 
and what is of much more consequence, a better 
intuition into the characters of others than there 
is any chance of learning in afler life. I have said 
that this is of more consequence than one's self- 
estimate ; because the error upon that score which 
domestic education tends to produce, is on the right 
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side — that of diffidence and humility. These ad- 
vanti^es a day-scholar obtains, and he avoids great 
part of the evils which are to be set agunst them. 
He cannot, indeed, vrholly escape pollution ; but he 
ia far lees exposed to it than if he vrere a boarder. 
He suffers aothing from tyranny, which is carried to 
excess in schools ; nor has he much opportunity of 
acquiring or indulging malicious and tyrannical pro- 
pensities himself. Above all, his religious habitsj 
which it is almost imposdble to retfun at school, are 
safe. I would gladly send a son to a good school by 
day; but rather than board him at the best, I 
would, at whatever inconvenience, educate bim myself. 
What I have said applies to public schools as well aa 
private ; of the advantages which the former poBseas 
I shall have occasion to speak hereafter. 



Jumaiy 19Ch, 183S. 
My home, for the first two years while I went to 
Williams's school, was at my father's, except that 
during the holydaya I was with Miss Tyler, either 
when she had lodgings at Bath, or was visiting Miss 
Palmer there. The first summer holydays I passed 
with her at Weymouth, whither she was invited to 
join her friend Mrs. Dolignon. 
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Tbis lady, whom I remeoiber with the utmost 
tCTerence and afiection, was a widow with two chil- 
dren, Louisa, who waa three or four years older thas 
me, and John, who was just my age. Her maiden 
name was Delamare, she and her husband heing both 
of refugee race, — an extraction of which I should be 
for more proud than if my family name were to be 
found in the Roll of Battle Abbey. I have heard that 
Mr. DoligDon, in some delirium, died by hie own hand, 
and this perhaps may have broken her spirits, and 
given a subdued and somewhat pensive manner to 
one who was naturally among the gentlest, meekest, 
kindest of human beings. I shall often have to speak 
of her in these letters. She had known me at Bath 
in my earliest childhood ; I bad the good fortune then 
to obtiun a place in her affections, and that place I 
retained, even when she thought it necessary to 
estrange me from her family. 

Landor, who paints always with the finest touch 
of truth, whether he is describing external or internal 
nature, makes his Chaioba disappointed at the first 
sight of the sea ; 



and this he designs as characteristic of a " soul di»* 
contented with capacity." When I went on deck 
in the Ck>runna packet the first morning, and for the 
first time found myself out of sight of hmd, the first 
feeling was cert^nly one of disappointment as well 
as surprise, at seeing myself in the centre of so small 
a circle. But the impression which the sea made 
VOL. I, Q 
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Dpon me when I first saw it at WeTinouth was very 
different ; probably because not having, like Cbaroba, 
thought of its immensity, I was at once made sensible 
of it. The eea seen &om the shore is still to me the 
most impressive of all objects, except the starry 
heavens ; and if I could live over any hours of my 
boyhood agun, it should be those which I then spent 
upon the beach at Weymouth. One delightful day 
we passed at Portland, and another at Abbotebury, 
where one of the few heronries in this kingdom was 
then exbting, and perhaps still may be. There was 
another at Penshurst, and I have never seen a third. 
I wondered at nothing so much as the Cheeil Bank 
which connects Portland, like the Firm Is^d of 
Amadis, with the mainland, the shingles whereof it 
is formed gradually diminishing in size from one end 
to the other, till it becomes a sand-bank. The spot 
which I recollect with most disHnctness is the church- 
yard of an old church in the island, which, from its 
neglected state and its situation near the cHfis, above 
all, perhaps, because so many shipwrecked bodies were 
interred there, impressed me deeply and durably. 

The first book which I ever poasessed beyond the 
size of Mr. Newberry's ^t regiment, was given me 
soon after this visit by Mrs. Dollgnon. It was Hoolc's 
translation of the GervsaUmme Liberata. She bad 
heard me speak of it with a delight and interest above 
my years. My curiosity to read the poem had been 
strongly excited by the stories of Olendo and So- 
phronia, and of the Enchanted Forest as versified 
by Mrs. Rowe, I read them in the volume of her 
Letters, and despiured at the time of ever reading 
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more of the poem till I should be a man, from a 
whimucal notion that as the subject related to Jem- 
ealem, the original must be in Hebrew. No one in 
my father's houae could set me right upon this point j 
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Pomfret's Poema, The Death of Abel, Aaron Hill'a 
translation of Merope, with The Jealous Wife, and 
Edgar and Emmeline, in one volume j Julius Ciesar, 
the Toy Shop, All for Love, and a Pamphlet upon 
the Quack Doctors of George II.'b days, in another ; 
the Vestal Vir^ns, the Duhe of Lerma, and the Indian 
Queen, in a third. To these my mother had added 
the Guardian, and the happy copy of Mrs. Bowe's 
Letters which introduced me to Torquato Tasso. 

The holidays made amends for this penury, and 
Bull's Circulating Library was then to me what the 
Bodleian would be now. Hoole, in his notes, fre- 
quently referred to the Orlando Furioso. I saw 
some volumes thus lettered on Bull's counter, and 
my heart leaped for joy. They proved to be the 
original ; but the shopman, Mr. Cruett (a most 
obliging maa he was), immediately put the translation 
into my hand, and I do not think any accession of 
fortune could now give me so much delight as I then 
derived from that vile version of Hoole's, There, in 
the notes, I first saw the name of Spenser, and some 
stanzas of the Faery Queen. Accordingly, when I 
returned the last volume I asked if that work was in 
the library. My friend Cruett replied that they had 
it, but it was written in old English, and I should 
not be able to understand it. This did not appear 
to me so much a necessary consequence as he sup- 
posed, and I therefore requested he would let me look 
at it. It was the quarto edition of '17, in three 
volumes, with lai^e prints folded in the middle, 
equally worthless (like all the prints of that age) in 
design and execution. There was nothing in the 
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langu^e to impede, for the ear set me right where 
the uncouth spelling (orthography it cannot be called) 
might have puzzled the eye ; and the few words which 
are really obsolete, were sufficiently expl^ned by the 
context. No young lady of the present generation 
falls to a new novel of Sir Walter Scott's with keener 
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she sent to my mother requesting that I might 
dmk tea with her one evening. The old lady was 
mad as a March hare after a reUgious feshion. Her 
behaviour to me was very kind ; but as soon as tea 
was over, she bade me kneel down, and down she 
knelt herself, and prayed for me by the hour to my 
awfid astonishment. When this was done she gave 
me a little book called Early Piety, and a coarse 
edition of the Paradise Lost, and said she was going 
to leave Bristol. It struck me immediately that the 
house which she was about to quit was such a one 
as my aunt wanted. I said so ; and Mrs. Wraxall 
iomiediately answered, " Tell her that if she likes it, 
she shall have the remMnder of my lease." The matter 
was settled in a few days, for this was an advan- 
tf^eous offer. The house at that time would have 
been cheap at 20L a year, and there was an unexpired 
tenn of five years upon it at only Hi This old 
lady was mother to Sir Nathaniel Wraxall, who had 
been bred up, and perhaps bom, in that habitation. 
The owner was poor John Morgan's iather. Mr. 
Wraxall, many years before, had taken it at a low 
rent upon a repairing lease, and had expended a 
great deal of money upon it at a time when it was 
rather a rural than a suburban residence. The 
situation had been greatly worsened, but it was stilt 
in the skirts of the city, and out of reach of its noise. 
It stood in the avenue leading from Maudlin Lane 
to Horfield Lane or Boad. When the plan of Bristol 
for Barrett's wretched history of that (aty was en- 
graved, the buildings ended with Maudlin Lane, and 
all above was fields and gardens. That plan is 
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dated 1780, bnt muet have been drawn at least ten 
years earlier, for it marks St. Leonard's Church, 
which was pulled down in the beginning of 1771. 
The avenue is marked there hj the name of Ked 
Coat Lane ; a mere lane it appears, running up 
between fields, and with a hedge on each side. It 
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buehee ; the otiiers were flower beds, aod there were 
two large apple trees and two smaller ones. In front 
of the house the pavement extended, under which 
was an immense cistern for rain-water, so lai^ as to 
be absurd ; it actually seemed fitter for a fort than 
for a email private femily. The kitchen was under- 
ground. On one side the gate was a Bummer-houfle 
with a sort of cellar, and another cistern below it. 

Aa soon as my aunt was settled here, she sent for 
her brother William, who, since his mother's death, 
had been boarded at a substantial shopkeeper's, in 
the little village of Worle, on the Channel, about 
twenty miles from Bristol. I look bock upon his in- 
offensive and monotonous course of life with a com- 
passion which I was then not capable of feeling. For 
one or two years he walked into the heart of the city 
every Wednesday and Saturday to be shaved, and 
to purchase his tobacco; he went, also, sometimes to 
the theatre, which he enjoyed highly. On no other 
occasion did be ever leave the house ; and, as inaction, 
aided, no doubt, by the inordinate use of tobacco, 
find the quantity of small beer with which he swilled 
his inside, brought on a premature old age, even this 
exercbe vras left off. As soon as he rose, and had 
taken his first pint of beer, which was his only break- 
fast, to the Bummer-house he went, and took his 
station in the bow-window as regularly as a sentinel 
in a watch-box. Here it was his whole and sole em- 
ployment to look at the few people who passed, and 
to watch the neighbours, with all whose concerns at 
last he became perfectly intimate, by what he could 
thus oversee and overhear. He had a nickname for 
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every one of them. In the evening, my aunt and I 
generally played at five-card loo with him, in which 
he took an intense interest; and if, in the middle of 
the day, when I came home to dinner, he could get 
me to play at marblea in the snmmer-bou&c, he wns 
delighted. The points to which he looked on in the 
week were the two mornings when Joseph came to 
ehavehim; this poor journeyman barber felt a sort 
of compassionate r^ard for Mm, and be had an in- 
satiable appetite for such news as the barber could 
eommunicate. Thus his days past in wearisome 
uniformity. He had no other amusement, unless in 
listening to bear a comedy read ; he had not, in him- 
self, a single resource for wliiling away the time, not 
even that which smoking might have afforded him ; 
and being thus utterly without an object for the 
present or the future, his thoughts were perpetually 
recurring to the past. His affections were strong 
and lasting. Indeed, at his mother's funeral hb 
emotions were such as to affect all who witnessed 
them. That grief he felt to the day of his death. 
I have also seen tears in hia eyes when he spoke of 
my sisters, Eliza and Louisa, both having died just 
at that age when he had most delight in fondling 
them, and they were most willing to be fondled. 
Whether it might have been possible to have 
awakened him to any devotional feehngs may be 
doubted ; hut he believed and trusted simply and 
implicitly, and more, assuredly, would not be required 
from one to whom so little had been given. He 
lived about four years after this removal. His brother 
£dward died a year before him, of pulmonary con- 
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BumptioD. Tbis event affected him deeply. He 
attended the funeral, described the condition of the 
coffina in the family vault in a manner which I well 
remember, and said that his turn would be next. 
One day, on my return from school at the dinner- 
hour, going into the summer-house, I found him 
sitting in the middle of the room and looking wildly ; 
he told me he had been very ill, that he had had a 
seizure in the head, such as he had never felt before, 
and that he was certain something very serious wled 
him. I gave tha alarm: but it passed over; neither 
he himself, nor any person in the house, knew what 
such a seizure indicated. The next morning he arose 
as usual, walked down stairs into the kitchen, and 
as he was buttoning the knees of his breeches, ex- 
clamed, " Lord have mercy upon me ! " and fell from 
the chair. His nose was bleeding when be wus taken 
up. Immediate assistance was procured, but he 
was dead before it arrived. The stroke was mer- 
(ufully sudden, but it had been preceded by a long and 
gradual diminution of vital strength ; and I have 
never known any other case in which, when there were 
so few external appearances of disease or decay, the 
individual was so aware that his dissolution was 
approaching. 

I often r^pret thai my memory should have re- 
tained so few of the traditional tales and proverbial 
espreBsions which I heard from him, more certiunly 
than from all other persons in the course of my life. 
Some of them have been lately recalled to my recol- 
lection by Grimm's Collection. What little his mind 
was capable of receiving it had retained tenaciously, 
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and of these things it had a rich store. Upon his 
death Miss Tyler became the sole survivor of her 
paternal race. 
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indeed, was worth little ; it was just such a knowledge 
of Latin as a bay of quick parts and not without dili- 
gence will acquire under bad teaching. "When I 
had gone through the Metamorphoses, WUliama de- 
clared his intention of taking me from the usher and 
instructing me in Yii^il himself, no other of his pupils 
baying proceeded so far. But the old man, I euppoee, 
discovered that the little classical knowledge which 
he ever possessed had passed away as irrevocably as 
his youth, and I continued under the usher's care, 
who kept me in the Eclogues so long, that I was 
heartily sick of them, and I believe have never 
looked in them from that time. Over and over 
again did that fellow make me read them ; probably 
because be thought the book was to be gone through in 
order, and was afraid to expose himself in the Creoi^ics. 
No attempt was made to ground me in prosody ; and 
as this defect in my education was never remedied (for 
when I went to Westminster I was too forward in 
other things to be placed low enough in the school 
for regular triuning in this), I am at this day as liable 
to make a false quantity as any Scotchman. I was 
fond of arithmetic, and have no doubt that, at that 
time, I should have proceeded with pleasure through 
its higher branches, and might have been led on to 
mathematics, of which my mind afterwards became 
impatient, if not actually incapable. 

Sometimes, when Williams v/aa in good humour, 
be suspended the usual business of the school and 
exercised the boys in some uncommon manner. For 
example, he would bid them all take their slates, and 
-write as he should dictate. This was to try their 
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spelling, and I remember he once began with this 
eentence : " As I walked out to take the dr, I met a 
man with red hair, wha was heir to a good estate, and 
was carrying a hare in his hand," Another time he 
called upon all of a certain standing to write a letter, 
each upon any subject that he pleased. You will per- 
haps wonder to hear that no task ever perplexed me 
BO woefully as this. I had never in my life written 
a letter, except a formal one at Coraton before the 
holydays, every word of which was of the master's 
dictation, and which used to begin " Honoured 
Parents." Some of the boys produced compo- 
sitions of this stamp; others, who were a little older 
and more ambitious, wrote in a tradesman- like style, 
soliciting orders, or acknowledging them, or sending 
in an account. For my part I actually cried for per- 
plexity and vexation. Had I been a blockhead this 
would have provoked Williams ; but he always looked 
upon me with a favourable eye, and, expressing surprise 
rather than anger, he endeavoured both to encourage 
and shame me to the attempt. To work I fell at 
last, and presently presented him with a description 
of Stonehenge, in the form of a letter, which com- 
pletely filled the slate. I had lud hands not long 
before upon the Salisbury Guide, and Stonehenge had 
appeared to me one of the greatest wonders in the 
world. The old man was exceedingly surprised, and 
not less delighted, and I well remember how much 
his astonishment surprised me, and how much I was 
gratified by his pr^se. I was not conscious of having 
done anything odd or extraordinary, but the boys 
made me so ; and to the sort of envy which it excited 
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among them, I was indebted for a wliolesome morti- 
fication. One morning, upon entering the school a 
tew minutes before the master made his appearance) 
some half-dozen of them beset me, and demanded 
whether I, with all my learning, could tell what the 
letters i. e. stood for. The question was proposed ia 
the taunting tone of expected triumph, which I sboidd 
well have lilced to disappoint. But when I answered 
that I supposed it was for John the EvaDgelist, the 
unlucky gueBs taught me never agiun to be ashamed 
of acknowledging myself ignorant of what I really 
did not know. It was an useful lesson, especially as 
I was fortunate enough to perceive, early in life, that 
there were very many subjects of which I must of 
necessity be so. 

Of idl my schoolmasters Williams la the one whom 
I remember with the kindliest feelii^ His Welsh 
blood was too easily roused ; and his spirit was soured 
by the great decline of his schooL His numbers in 
its best days had bees from seventy to an hundred ; 
now they did not reach forty, when the times were 
dearer by all the difference which the American War 
had occasioned, and his terms cotdd not be rused in 
proportion to the increased price of everything, because 
Bchoob had multiplied. Wben his ill circumstances 
pressed upon him, he gave way, perhaps more readily, 
to impulaes of anger ; because anger, like drunkenness, 
suspends the sense of care, and an irascible emotion 
is felt as a relief from painful thoughts. His old wig, 
like a bank of morning clouds in the east, used to 
indicate a stormy day. At better times both the wig 
and the count«niince would have beseemed a higher 
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station ; and hia anger was the more frightful, because 
at those better times there was an expression of good 
hmnour and animation in his features which was 
angularly pleasing, and I believe denoted his genuine 
character. He would strike with a ruler Bometinies 
when his patience was greatly provoked by that in- 
corrigible stupidity, which of all things perhaps puts 
{tatience to the severest triaL There was a hulking 
fellow (a Creole with Negro features and a shade of 
African colour in him), who possessed this stupidity 
in the highest degree ; and Williams, after fl<^ging 
him one day, made him pay a halQ>enny for the use 
of the rod, because he required it so much oftener 

than any other boy in the school Whether G 

was most sensible of the mulct or the mockery, I 
know not, but be felt it as the severest part of the 
punishment. This was certainly a tyrannical act; 
but it was the only one of which I ever saw WiUiams 
guilty. 

There were a good many Creoles at this school, as 
indeed at all the Bristol schools. Cassava bread was 
among the things which were frequently sent over to 
them by their parents, so that I well knew the taste 
of Mandioc long before I beard its name. These 
Creoles were neither better nor worse than so many 
other boys in any respect. Indeed, though they had 
a stronger national cast of countenance, they were, I 
think, less marked by any national features of mind 
or disposition than the Welsh, certainly much less 
than the Irish. One of them (evidently by his name 
ofFreuchextraction)washowever the most thoroughly 
fiendish human being that I have ever known. There 
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IB an image in Kehama drawn from my recollection 
of the devilish malignity which used eometiraes to 
glow in his dark eyes ; though I could not there ^ve 
the likeneas in its whole force, for his countenance 
used to darken with the blackness of his passion. 
Happily for the slaves on the family estate, he, though 
a second brother, was wealthy enough to settle in 
England; and an anecdote which I heard of him when 
he was about thirty years of age, will show that I 
have not spoken of his character too strongly. When 
he was shooting one day.hie dog committed Bome fault. 
He would have shot him for this upon the spot, if his 
companion had not turned the gun aside, and, as he 
supposed, succeeded in appeasing him : but when the 
sport was over, to the horror of that companion (who 
related the story to me), he took up a large atone 
and knocked out the dog's bnuns. I have mentioned 
this wretch, who might otherwise have better been 
forgotten, for a charitable reason ; because I verily 
believe that his wickedness was truly an original, 
innate, constitutional sin, and just as much a family 
disease as gout or scrofula. I think so, because he 
had a nephew who was placed as a pupil with King, 
the surgeon at Clifton, and in whom at first sight I 
recognised a physiognomy which I hope can belong 
to no other breed. His nephew answered in all re- 
spects to the relationship, and to the character which 
nature had written in every lineament of his face. 
He ran a short career of knavery, profligacy, and 
crimes, which led him into a prison, and there he died 
by his own hand. 

Another of my then schoolfellows, who was also 
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a Creole, came to a like fate, but from very diiFerent 
circumataocea. He was the natural bod of a wealthy 
planter by a woman of colour ; and went throu^ the 
school with the character of an inofTensiTe, gentle- 
manly, quiet boy, who never quarrelled with anybody, 
nor ever did an ill-natured thing. When he became 
a young man, he was liberally supplied with money, 
and launched into expenses which such means tended 
to create and seemed to justity. The supplies sud- 
denly censed, I am not certain whether by an ex- 
periment of rigour, or owing to his father's dying 
without providing for him in bis will ; the latter I 

think was the case. Poor H , however, was 

arrested for debt, and put an end to his hopeless 
prospects in prison, by suicide. 

Colonel Hugh Bailiie, who made himself conspi- 
cuous some few months ago, by very properly resent- 
ing the unjust expulsion of his son from Christ 
Church (an act of the late dean's miserable misgovern^ 
ment), was one of my contemporaries at this schooL 
My old Latin master, Duplanier, kept a French 
academy next door ; and by an arrangement between 
the two masters, his boys came three mornings in the 
week to write and cypher with us. Among these 
intermitting schoolfellows was poor John Morgan, 
with whom Coleridge hved for several years ; Gee, 
whom I have already mentioned ; and a certain 

H O , with whom I had an adventure in 

after-life, well worthy of preservation. 

This youth was about three years older than I j 
of course, I had no acquaintance with him ; nor did 
I ever exchangeaword with him, unless it were when 

VOL. I. n 
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the whole school were eagt^ed ia playing prison- 
baae, in which he took the lead aa the tto&u &kv» of 
hia Bide. His father was a merchant, concerned 
among other things in the Irish linen trade : my 
father had some dealings with him ; and in his misfor- 
tunes found him, what I believe ia not a common 
character, an unfeeling creditor. They were a proud 
family; and a few years after my father's failure, 
failed themselves, and, as the phrase is, went to the 
dogs. This H O was hred to be an at- 
torney, but wanted either br^ns or budness to succeed 
in his calling — I dare aay both. I had forgotten his 
person : and should never have thought of him again 
(except when the game of prison-baae was brought to 
my mind), if, in the year 1798, I bad not been sur- 
prised by hearing one day at Cottle's shop, that he had 
been there twice or thrice to inquire for me, and had 
left a message requesting that, if I came into Bristol 
that day (it was during the year of my abode at 
"Westbury), I would call on him at an attorney's 
office, at a certain hour. Accordingly, thither I went, 

rung at the bell, inquired for Mr. O , gave my 

name, and was ushered into a private room. Nothing 
could be more gracious than his recognition of a 
person, whom he must have past twenty times in the 
street during the last three months: "we had been 
schoolfellows at such a place, at such a time," &c. &c, 
nil which I knew very well, hut how we came to be 
acquaintances now was what I had to learn ; and to 
explain this cost him a good deal of humming and 
hawing, plentifully intermixed with that figure of 
speech which the Irish call blarney, and which is a 
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much more usual ae well aa useful figure thaa any of 
those, with the hard names of which poor bojs used 
to be tormented iu the Latin grammar. From the use 
which he made of this figure he appeared to know 
that I was an author of some notoriety, and that one 
of my books was called Joan of Arc The compli- 
ments which he laid on, were intenningled with ex- 
pressions of great regret for the deficiendea of his 
own education : he learnt a little Latin, a little 
French, but there it had stopt; in short, I knew 
what must be the extent of his acquirements — "for 
you and 1, Mr. Southey, you know, were school- 
fellows." At last it came out that, from a con- 
sciousness of these deficiencies, he had been led to 
think that a glossary of the English language was a 
.work very much wanted, and that no one could be 
more competent to supply such a desideratum, than the 
gentleman whom he had the honour of addressing. 
I was as little able to guess what his deficiencies had to 
do with a glossary ae you can be ; and not feeling any 
curiosity to get at a blockliead's meaning, endea- 
TOiured to put an end to the interview, by declaring 
at once mj utter inability to execute such a work, 
for the very sufficient reason that I was wholly 
ignorant of several languages, the thorough know- 
ledge of which was indispensable in such researches. 
This produced more bla}-ney, and an explanation 
- tiiat my answer did not exactly apply to what bis 
proposal intended. What he meant was this, — there 
were a great many elegant words, which persons like 
himself, whose education had been neglected, would 
often like to use in conversation (he said this 
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feelingly, it hnd often been bia own case, he felt 
it, indeed, every day of his life) ; tbey would be 
glad to uee theee words if they only knew their 
meaning ; and what he wanted waa a glossary or 
dictionary of such words, a little book which might 
be carried in the pocket. It would cert^nly com- 
mand an extensive Bale: I could make the book; 
he had a large acquuntaace, and could procure aub- 
acribers for it ; and we might make & thriving 
partnership concern in this literary undertaking. 
Before he arrived at this point, the scene had become 
far too comical to leave any room in my feelings for 
anger. I kept my countenance (which has often 
been put to much harder trials than my temper, and 
is moreover a much more difficult thing to keep), 
declined bis proposal decidedly but civilly, took 
my leave in perfect good humour, and hastened back 
to Cottle's, to relieve myself by telling him the 
adventure. 



Letteb XIIL 



Ma}r STlh, 1834. 
Nearly four years have elapsed since I began this 
scries of reminiscences, and I have only written 
twelve letters, which bring me only into the twelfth 
year of my age. Alas I thi^ is not the only case in 
which I feel that the remiuning portion of my life, 
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were it even to be protracted longer than there is 
reaaon to expect upon the most favourable calculation 
of chances, must be too short for the undertakings 
which I hare sometioieB dreamt of completing. It 
is, however, the case in which I can with least in- 
convenience quicken my speed; and frail as by hu- 
miliating experience I know my own resolutiond to be, 
I will nevertheleaa endeavour to send off a letter from 
this time forth, at the end of every month. Matter 
for one more will be afforded before I take leave of 
poor old William Williams ; and that part of it which 
has no connection with myself, will not be the least 
worth relation. 

It was a good feature in bis character that he hnd 
a number of poor retainers, who used to drop in at 
echool hours, and seldom went away empty handed. 
There was one poor fellow, familiarly called Dr. 
Jones, who always set the school in a roar of laughter. 
What his real history was I know not; the story 
was, that some mischievous boys had practised upon 
him the dreadfully dangerous prank of giving him a 
dose of canthandes, and that he had lost his wita 
in consequence. I am not aware that it could have 
produced this effect, though it might very probably 
have coat him his life. Crazy, however, he was, or 
rather half-crazed, and it was such a merry crazi- 
ness that it would have been wishing him ill to have 
wished him otherwise. The bliss of ignorance is mere- 
ly negative ; there « as a positive happiness in his insa- 
nity; it was like a perpetual drunkenness, sustained 
just at that degree of pleasurable excitement, which, 
in the sense of present enjoyment, is equally rc- 
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gordless of the future and of the past. He fanded 
himself a poet, because be could produce, upon demand, 
a rhyme in the aorryeet doggrel; and the moet cele- 
brated improoiaatore was never half bo vain of his 
talent as this queer creature, whose little figure of 
some five feet two I can perfectly call to nund, with 
his suit of rusty black, bia more rusty wig, and bis 
old cocked hat. Whenever he entered the school- 
room, be was greeted with a shout of welcome ; all 
business was suspended ; he was called upon from all 
sides to give ue a rbyme ; and when the master's 
countenance offered any encouragement, be was en- 
treated also to ask for half a holyday, which, at 
the price of some doggrel, was sometimes obtiuned. 
Ton will readily believe he was a popular poet. 

The talent of composing imitative verses has be- 
come so common in our days, that it will require 
some evidence to make the next generation beheve 
what sort of verses were received as poetry fifty years 
ago, when any thing in rhyme passed current. The 
magazines, however, contiun proof of this ; the very 
best of them abounding in such trash as would be re- 
jected now by the provincial newspapers. Whether 
the progress of society, whicJi so greatly favours 
the growth and development of imitative talent, is 
equnJly favourable to the true poetical spirit, is a 
question which I may be led to consider hereafter. 
But as I had the good fortune to grow up in an age 
when poets, according to the old opinion, were bom 
and not made, and as at the time to winch this part 
of my reminiscences relates, the bent of my nature 
had deddedly shown itself, I may here nmke some 
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observations upon the gronnds and consequences of 
that opinion. 

In the earliest ages certain it ie, that they who 
possessed that gift of speech which enahled them to 
clothe ready thoughts in measured or elevated diction, 
were held to be inspired. False oracles were uttered 
in verse, and true propheiaes delivered in poetry. 
There was, therefore, some reason for the opinion. A 
belief akin to it, and not improbably derived from 
it, prev^ls, even now, among the ij^orant ; and was 
much more prevalent in my childhood, when very 
few of the lower classes could write or read, and 
when in the classes above them, those who really 
were ignorant, knew that they were sa Slight of 
band passed for mi^c in the dark ages, slight of 
tongue for inspiration ; and the ignorant, when they 
were no longer thus to be deluded, still looked upon 
both as something extraordinary and wonderful. 
Especially the power of arranging words in a man- 
ner altogether different from the common manner of 
E}>eech, and of disposing syllables so as to produce 
a harmony which is felt by the dullest ear (a power 
which has now become an easy, and therefore is 
every day becoming more and more a common ac- 
quirement), appeared to them what it originally was 
in all poets, and always will be in those who are truly 
such ; and even now, though there are none who re- 
gard its possessor with superstitious reverence, there 
are many who look upon him as one who, in the 
constitution of his mind, is different firom themselves. 
As no madman ever pretended to a religious call, 
without finding some open-eared listeners ready to 
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believe in hitn and become his diaciplcs ; so, perhaps, 
no one ever composed verses with facility, who had 
not some to admire and applaud him in his own little 
drcle. This was the case even with so poor a creature 
as Dr. Jones. And to the intoxication of conceit, 
which the honest admiration of the ignorant has pro- 
duced in half-crazed rhymers like him, it ia owing 
that some marvellous productions have found their 
way to the press. Dr. Jones, by whom I have been 
led into this digression, was a doggrelist of the very 
lowest kind. One other such I once met with, 
when I was young enough to be heartily amused at 
an eshibition which, farcical as it was, would now 
make me mournful. He was a poor engraver, by 
name Coyte ; very aimple, very industrious, very poor, 
and completely crazed with vanity, because he could 
compose off-hand, upon any subject, such rhymes as 
the bellman's used to be. Bedford's father used occa- 
sionally to relieve him, for he was married and could 
earn but a miserable livelihood for his family. I 
saw him on one of his visits to Brixton, in the year 
1793, when he was between forty and fiftyyears of age. 
His countenance and manner might have supplied 
Wilkie with a worthy subject. Mr. Bedford (there 
never lived a kinder-hearted man) loved merriment, 
and played him off, in which Grosvenor and Horace 
joined, and I was not backward. We gave him sub- 
jects upon which he presently wrote three or four 
sorry couplets. No creature was ever more elated 
with triumph than he was at the hyperbolical com- 
mendations which he received; and this, mingled 
with the genuine humility which the sense of his 
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condition occasioned, produced a truly comic mixture 
in his feelings and gesticulations. What with plea- 
sure, iDspiration, exertion, and warm weather (for it 
was in the dog- days), he perspired aa profusely, though 
I dare say not as fragrantly, as an elephant In love; 
and literally overflowed at eyes and mouth, frothing 
and weeping in a salivation of happiness. I think 
this poor creature published " A Cockney's Kamblea 
in the Counti-y," some twelve or fourteen years ago, 
for such a pamphlet I saw advertised, by Joseph 
William Coyte ; and I sent for it at the time, but it 
was too obscure to be found. 

These are examples of the very humblest and 
meanest rhymesters, who nevertheless felt them- 
selves raised above their companions, because they 
could rhyme. I have been acquainted with poets in 
jBvery intermediate degree between Jones and Words- 
worth ; and their conceit has almost imifonnly been 
precisely in an inverse proportion to their capacity. 
When tliis conceit acts upon low and vulgar ignorance, 
it produces direct craziness, as in the instances of 
which I have been speaking. In the lower ranks 
of middle life I have seen it, without amounting to 
insanity, assume a form of such extravagant vanity 
that the examples which have occurred within my 
own observation, would be deemed incredible if 
brought forward in a farce, — Of these in due time. 
There is another more curious manifestation of tho 
same folly, which I do not remember ever to have 
seen noticed; but which is well worthy of critical 
observation, because it shows in its full extent, and 
therefore in puns naturalibus, a fault which is found 
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in by nmch the greater part of modem poetry — the 
use of worda which have no eignification where they 
are used, or which, if they mean any thing, mean 
nonsense — the substitution of sound for sense. I 
could show you passage afier passage in contemporary 
writers — the most popular writers, and some of them 
the most popular passages in their works, which 
■when critically, that is to say, strictly but justly, 
examined, are as absolutely nonsensical as the de- 
scription of a moonlight night in Pope's Homer. 
Pope himself intended that for a fine description, 
and did not perceive that it was as absurd aa 
his own " Song by a Person of Quality." Now, there 
have been writers who have possessed the talent of 
stringing together couplet after couplet in sonorous 
Terse, without any connection, and without any 
meaning, or any thing like a meaning; and yet 
they have had all the enjoyment of writing poetry, 
have supposed that this actually was poetry, and 
published it as such. I know a man who has done 
this, who made me a present of his poem; yet he 
is very far from being a fool; on the contrary, ha 
is a lively pleasant companion, and his talents in 
conversation are considerably above par. The most 
perfect specimen I ever saw of such verses was a 
poem called "The Shepherd's Farewell," printed in 
quarto, some five-and- thirty years ago. Coleridge 
once had an imperfect copy of it. I forget the 
author's name ; but when I was first at Lisbon, I 
found out that he was a schoolmaster, and that poor 
Paul Berthon had been one of his pupils. Men of 
very inferior power ma^ imitate the manner of good 



ciq mod t, Google 



Xni. e— 12. BOBEBT 60CTHET. 107 

writers with great success; na, for example, the two 
Smiths have done ; but I do not believe that taiy imi- 
tative talent could produce genuine nonsense verses, 
like those of " The Shepherd's FarewelL" The in- 
tention of writing noDsensically would appear, and 
betray the purport of the writer. Pure, involuntary, 
unconscious nonsense is inimitable by any effort of 
sense. 

Such writers aa these, if they were cross-examined, 
would be found to ima^ne that they composed under 
the real influence of poetical inspiration; and were 
Taylor the pagan to set about heathenizing one of 
them, I am persuaded that he would not find it dif- 
ficult to make him believe in the Muses. In fact, 
when this soul of conceit is in action, the man is 
fairly beside himself. An innate self-produced in- 
ebriety possesses him ; he abandons himself to it, and 
while the fit lasts is as mad as a March hare. The 
madness is not permanent ; because such inspiration, 
according to received opinion, only comes on when 
the rhymester is engt^ed in his vocation. And well 
it is when it shows itself in rhyme ; for the case ia 
very difierent with him who has the gift of uttering 
prose with the same fluency, and the same contempt 
of reason. He in good earnest sets up for an inspired 
messenger; be baa recdved a call; and there are 
not only sects, but societies, in this country ready 
to accredit bim, and take him into employ, and send 
him forth with a roving comnuseion, through towns and 
villi^es, to infect others with the most infectious of 
all forms of madness, disturb the peace of families, 
and prepare the way for another attempt to over- 
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throw the Establbhed Church — another struggle, 
which will shake these kingdoms to their centre. 

Dr. Jones haa led me into a long digression, upon 
which I should not have entered if I had foreseen 
that it would have extended so fur. Another of 
Williams's visitors, and on equally popular one, was 
a glonous fellow, Pullen by name, who during the 
age of buckskin made a fortune as a breeches-maker, 
in Thomas Street. If I could paint a portr^t from 
memory, you should have his likeness. Alas, that I 
can only give it in words I and that that perfect figure 
should at this hour be preserved only in my recol- 
lections I Sic transit ffloria mundi! His countenance 
expressed all that could be expressed by human fea- 
tures, of thorough-bred vulgarity, prosperity, pride 
of purse, good Uving, coarse humour, and boisterous 
good nature. He wore a white tie-wig. His eyes 
were of the hue and lustre of scalded gooseberries, 
or oysters in sauce. His complexion was the deepest 
extract of the grape; he owed it to the Methuen 
treaty; my uncle, no doubt, had seen it growing in 
his rides from Porto ; and Heaven knows how many 
pipes must liave been filtered through the Pullenian 
system, before that fine permanent purple could have 
been fixed in his cheeks. He appeared always in 
buckskins of hia own making, and in boots. He 
would laugh at his own jests with a voice like 
Stentor, supposing Stcntor to have been hoarse j and 
then he would clap old WiUiams on the back with a 
hand like a shoulder of mutton for breadth and 
weight. You may imagine how great a man we 
thought him. They had probably been boon com- 
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panions Id their youtb, and hia vleilB seldom fiuled 
to make the old man lay aside the schoolmaster. He 
was an excellent hand at demanding half a holj- 
day ; and when he succeeded, always demanded three 
cheers for his success, in which he joined with all 
his might and miun. If I were a believer in the 
Bomish purgatory, I should make no douht that 
every visit that he made to that schoolroom, was 
carried to the account of his good works. Some 
such set off he needed ; for he behaved with brutal 
want of. feeling to a son who bad offended him, and 
who, I believe, would have perished for want, if it 
had not been for the chanty of John Moi^a's 
mother; an eccentric but thoroughly good woman, 
and one of those people whom I shall rejoice to meet 
in the next world. This I learnt from her several 
years afterwards. At this time Fullen was a widower 
between fifty and sixty ; a bale strong-bodied man, 
upon whom his wine-merchant might reckon for a 
considerable annuity, during many years to come. He 
had purchased some lands adjacent to the Leppincott 
property near Bristol, in the pleasantest part of 
that fine neighbourhood. Sir Henry Leppincott wag 
elected member for the city, at that election in which 
Burke was turned out. He died soon afterwards ; 
his eon was a mere child ; and Pullen, the glorious 
Fullen, in the plenitude of his pride, and no doubt 
in a new pair of buckskins, called on the widow ; 
introduced himself as the owner of the adjacent 
estate ; and upon that score, without farther ceremony, 
proposed marriage as an arrangement of mutual 
fitness. Lady Leppincott, of courae, rang the bell. 
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and ordered the servants to turn him out of the 
house. This is a story which would be deemed too 
extravagant in a novel ; and yet you would believe 
it without the slightest hesitation, if you had ever 
seen the incomparable breeches-maker. 

Mrs. Estan the actress, whom you must remem- 
ber, was at that time preparing to make her first 
appearance on the stage, at the Bristol Theatre. 
The part she had. chosen was Letltia Hardy in "The 
Belle's Stratagem," and in thitt part she had to dance 
a minuet de U cour, to perfect herself in which, and 
perhaps for the sake of accustoming herself to figure 
away before an audience, she came to our school on 
two or three dancing^days, and took lessons there, — 
a circumstance too remarkable to be foi^otten in a 
schoolboy's life. Walters, the dancing-master, was 
not a little proud of his pupil That poor man was 
for three years the plague of ray hfe, and I was the 
plague of hia. In some unhappy mood he prevailed 
on my mother to let me learn to dance, pereuading 
himself as well aa her, that I should do credit to liis 
teaching. It must have been for my sins that he 
formed this opinon ; in an e^l hour for himaelf and 
for me was it formed ; he would have had much less 
trouble in teaching a bear, and far better success. 
I do not remember that I set out with any dislike or 
contempt of dancing ; but the unconquerable inca- 
pacity which it was soon evident that I possessed, 
produced both, and the more he laboured to correct 
an incorrigible awkwardness, the more awkwardly of 
course I performed. I verily believe the fiddlestick 
was applied as much to my head as to the fiddle- 
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strings, when I was called out. But the rascal had a 
w^orse way than that of punishing me. He would 
take my hands in his, and lead me down a dance ; 
and then the villiun would apply hie thumb-nail 
agiunst the 6at-eurface of mine, in the middle, and 
and press it till he left the nuu-k there ; this species of 
torture I suppose to have been hts own invention, 
and so intolerable it was that at last, whenever he 
had recourse to it, I kicked his shins. Luckily for me 
he got into a scrape by beating a boy unmercifully 
at another school, so that he was afraid to carry on 
this sort of contest ; and giving up at last all hope of 
ever making me a votary of the graces or of the 
dancing Muse, he contented himself with shaking his 
bead and turning up his eyes in hopelessness, when- 
ever be noticed my performance. I had always Tom 
Madge for my partner ; a poor fellow long since dead, 
whom I remember with much kindness. He was as 
active as a squirrel, but every limb seemed to be out 
of joint when he began to dance. We were always 
placed as the last couple, and went through the work 
with the dof^ed determination of never dancing more 
when we should once be delivered from the dancing- 
master — a resolution which I have piously kepl^ 
even unto this day. 

Williams, who read well himself and prided him- 
self upon it, was one day very much offended with my 
reading, and asked me scornfully who taught me to 
read. I answered my aunt. " Then," sidd he " give 
my compliments to your aunt ; and tell her that my 
old horae, that has been dead these twenty years, 
could have taught you as well." I delivered the 
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message faitlifullj', to lier great indigDatioo. It was 
never forgotten or foi^iven, and perhaps it accelerated 
the very proper resolution of removing me. My 
uncle made known his intention of placing me at 
Westminster. Hie connection with Clirist Church 
naturally led him to prefer that to any other school, 
in the hope that I should get into college, and so 
be elected off to a studentship. But as I was in 
feeble health, and, moreover, had been hitherto very 
ill taught, it was deemed advisable that I should be 
placed for twelve months under a clergyman com- 
petent to prepare me for a public school. 

Before I take leave of Williams, two or three 
memoranda upon the slip of paper before me, must be 
scored off. There was a washing-tub in the play- 
ground, with a long towel on a reel beside it ; this tub 
was filled every morning for the boarders to perform 
their ablutions, all in the same water, and whoever 
wished to wash hands or face in' the course of the 
day, had no other. I was the only boy who had any 
repugnance to dip his hands in this pig-trough. There 
wasalarge cask near, which rec^ved the run-water; 
but there was no getting at the water, for the top was 
covered, and to have taken out the spiggot would 
liave been a punishable offence. I, however, made 
a little hollow under the spiggot, to receive the 
drippings, just deep enough to wet the hands, and 
there I used to wash my hands with clean water 
when they required it. But I do not remember that 
any one ever followed my example. I had acquired 
the sense of cleanliness and the love of it, and they 
had not 
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A time was remembered when there were wars of 
school E^inst Bchool, and a great battle which had 
takeo place ia the adjoiDing park between Williams'ii 
boya and Foot's, my firatTnaster. At both schools 
I heard of this, and the victory waa claimed by 
both ; for it was an old afiSiir, a matter of tra- 
dition, (not having been noticed in history,) long 
before my gener&tioD, or any who were in the then 
school, but remembered as an event second only in 
importance, if second, to the war of Troy. 

It was fully believed in both these schools, and at 
Corston, that no bastard could span his own wrist. 
And I have no doubt this superstition prevailed 
throughout that part of England. 



Lettbb XIV. 



Jane 29tli, 1824. 

In a former letter I have mentioned Mrs. S , 

who had been Miss Tyler's school-mistress. My 
aunt kept up an acquaintance with her as long as she 
lived, and after her death with her two daughters, 
who lived together in a house on Bedclift Parade, 
the pleasantest situation in Bristol if there had been 
even a tolerable approach to it. One of these sisters 
was unmarried; the other a widow with one son, who 
was just of my age : Jem Thomas was hia name. 
Mr. Lewis, the clergyman under whom I was plai^d 
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at the end of 1786 or the beginning of 1787, lodged 
and boarded with these elsters. He had been usher 
at the grammar school ; and, having engaged to edu- 
cate thb boy, was willing to take a few more pupils, 
from the hours of ten till twa When I went to him, 

he had two othera, C andK , both my seniors 

by three or four years. The former I used to call Cali- 
ban : he might have played that character without a 
mask, that is, supposing he could have learut the part; 
for the reeemblauce held good iu mind as welt as in 
appearance, hb disposition being somewhat between 
pig' and baboon. The latter was a favourite with 
Lewie; his father had formerly practised in Bristol 
as a surgeon, but had now succeeded to an estate of 
some value. He was little and maDnieb, somewhat 
vain of superficial talents, and with a spice of conceit 
both in his manners and in bis dress ; but there was 
no harm in him. He took an honorary Master's 
degree at the Duke of Fortlaod's installation in 
1793, which was the only time I ever saw him after 
we ceased to be fellow-pupils. He married about 
that time, and died young. 

. Caliban had a sister whom I shall not libel 
when I call her Sycorax. A Bristol tradesman, 
a great friend of S. T. C.'s, married her for her 
money; and the only thing I ever heard of Cali- 
ban in after-life was a story which reached me of 
her everywhere proclaiming that her brother waa a 
very superior man to Mr. Coleridge, and had con- 
futed him one evening seven-^nd -twenty times in 
one aigument. The word which Coleridge uses as 
a listener when he ia expected to throw in something. 
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ivith or without menning, to show that he is listening, 
ia, or used to be, aa I well remember — undouhtedly. 
The foolisli woman had understood this expletive in 
its literal meaning, and kept account with her 
fingers that he pronounced it Beven-and-twcDty times, 
while enduring the utterance of an animal in com- 
parison with whom a centaur would deserve to be 
called human, and a satyr rationnL 
• Jem Thomas was a common-place lad, with a fine 
handsome person, but by no means a good physiog- 
nomy, and I cannot remember the time when I was 
not a physiognomist. He was educated for a sui^eon, 
and ruined by having at his disposal, as soon as he 
came of age, something between two and three 
thousand pounds, which his grandmother unwisely 
left to him at once, instead of leaving it to his mother 
for her life. This he presently squandered ; went out 
professionally to the East Indies, and died there. 
So much for my three companions, among whom it 
was not possible that I could find a friend. There 
came a fourth, a few weeks only before I withdrew : 
he was a well-minded boy, and has made a very 
respectable man. Harris was bis name : be married 
Betsy Petrie, who was one of my fellow-travellers 
in FortugaL 

I profited by this year's tuition less than I should 
have done at a good school. It is not easy to remedy 
the ill efiects of bad teaching; and the farther the 
pupil has advanced in it, the greater must be the 
difficulty of bringing him into a better way. Lewie, 
too, had been accustomed to the mechanical move- 
ments of a large school, and was at a loss how to 
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proceed with a boy who stood alone. I b^an Greek 
under him, made nonsense-verses, read the Electa ex 
Ovidio et IHbuUo and Horace's Odes, advanced a little . 
in writing Latin, and composed English themes. 

Cest le premier pat qui coute. I was in as great 
tribulation when I had the first theme to write, aa 
when "Williama required me to produce a letter. 
The text of course had been given me ; but how to 
be^n, what to say, or how to say it, I knew not. 
No one who had witnessed my perplexity upon 
this occasion would have supposed how much was 
afterwards to be spun from these poor bnuns. My 
aunt, at last in compassion, wrote the theme for me. 
Lewis questioned me if it was my own, and I told 
him the truth. He then encouraged me Eensibly 
enough ; put me in the way of composing the 
common-places of which themes are manufactured 
(indeed he caused me to transcribe some rules for 
themes, making a regular receipt as for a pudding); 
and he had no reason afterwards to complain of any 
want of aptitude in his scholar, for when I had 
learnt that it was not more difficult to write in prose 
than in verse, the ink dribbled as daintily from my 
pen as ever it did from John Bunyan's. One of 
these exercises I still remember sufficiently well to 
know that it was too much like poetry, and that 
the fault was of a hopeful kind, consisting less in 
inflated language than in poetical imagery and sen- 
timent. But this was not pointed out as a fault, 
and luckily I was left to myself ; otherwise, like a 
good horse, I might have been spoilt by being broken 
in too soon. 
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It was still more fortunate that tbere was none to 
direct me in my favourite pursuit, certain as it is that 
any instructor would have interfered with the na- 
tural and healthy growth of that poetical spirit which 
was taking its own course. That spirit was like a 
plant which required no forcing, nor artifidal cul- 
ture; only air and Bunshine, and the rains and the 
dewa of heaven. I do not remember in any part of 
my life to have been so consciouB of intellectual im- 
provement as I was duting the year and half before 
I was placed at Westminater : an improvement 
derived, not from books or instruction, but from con- 
stantly exercising myself in English verse; and from 
the developement of mind which that exercise pro- 
duced, I can distinctly trace mj progress by help of 
a list, made thirty years ago, of all my compositions 
in verse, which were then in existence, or which I 
had at that time destroyed. 

Early as my hopes had been directed toward the 
drama, they received a more decided and more fortu- 
nate direction from the frequent perusal of Tasso, 
Ariosto, and Spenser. I had read also Mickle's 
Xiusiad and Pope's Homer. If you add to these an 
extensive acquaintance with the novels of the day, 
and with the Arabian and mock- Arabian tales, tbe 
whole works of Josephus (taken in by me with my 
pockets-money in three-score sixpenny numbers, which 
I now posaess), such acquaintance with Greek and 
Soman history as a schoolboy picks up from his les- 
sons and from Goldsmith's abridged histories, and ' 
such acquaintance with their fables as may be learnt 
from Ovid, from the old Pantlieon, and above all from 
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the end of Littleton's Dictionary, you will have a fair 
account of the stock upon which I began. But 
Shakespeare, and Beaumont and Fletcher, muet not be 
forgotten ; nor Sidney's Arcadia ; nor Rowley's Poems, 
for Chatterton's history was fresh in remembrance, 
and that story, which would have aSected one of my 
disposition anywhere, acted upon me with all the 
force of local associations. 

The first of my Epic Dreams was created by 
ArioBto. I meant to graft n story upon the Orlando 
Furioso, not knowing how often this had been done 
by Italian and Spanish imitators. Arcadia was to 
have been the title and the scene ; thitlier I meant 
to carry the Moors under Marsilius after their over- 
throw in France, and there to have overthrown them 
again by a hero of my own, named Alphonso, who 
had caught the Hippogriff. This must have been 
when I was between nine and ten, for some verses of 
it were written on the covers of my Fhsedrus. They 
were in the heroic couplet. Among my aunt's books 
was the first volume of Bysshe's Art of Poetry, which, 
worthless as it is, taught me at that age the principle 
upon which blank verse is constructed, and thereby did 
me good service at a good lime. I soon learnt to prefer 
that metre, not because it was easier than rhyme 
(which was easy enough), but because I felt in it a 
greater freedom and range of language, because I was 
sensible that in rhyming I sometimes used expressions, 
for the sake of the rhyme, which were far-fetched, 
and certainly would not have occurred without that 
-cause. My second subject was the Tj-ojan Brutus; 
the defeat and death of King Richard and the Union 
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of the two Roses waa my third. In neither of these 
did I make much progress ; but with the story of 
Egbert I was more perseveriDg, and partly transcribed 
sereral folio sheets. The sight of these was an en- 
couragement to proceed, and I often looked at them 
with delight in the anticipation of future fitme. This 
was a solitary feeling, for my ambition or vanity 
(whichever it may deserve to be called) was not 
greater than the shyness which accompanied it. My 
portfolio was of course lield sacred. One day, how- 
ever, it was profaned by an acquiuntance of my aunt's 
who called ta paya morning visit. She waa shown 
into the parlour, and I, who was sent to say my aunt 
would presently WMt upon her, found her with my 
precious Egbert in her hand. Her compliments liad 
no effect in abating my deep resentment at this un- 
pardonable curiosity ; and, though she waa a good- 
natured woman, I am afnud I never quite forgave 
her. Determining, however, never to incur the risk 
of a second exposure, I immediately composed a set 
of characters for my own use. 

In my twelfth and thirteenth year, besides these 
loftier attempt*, I wrote three heroic epistles in rhyme: 
the one was from Diomede to Egiale ; the second from 
Octavia to Mark Anthony ; the third from Alexander 
to bis father Herod, a subject with which Josephus 
supplied me. I made also some translations from 
Ovid, Viigil, and Horace ; and composed a satirical de- 
scription of English manners, as delivered by Omai, 
the Taheitean, to his countrymen on his return. On 
the thirteenth anniversary of my birth, supposing (by 
an error which appeared to be common enough at the 
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end of the ceotury) that I was then entering the first 
year of my teens instead of completing it, and looking 
upon that as an aweful sort of step iu life, I wrote 
some verses in a striun of reflection upon mortality 
grave enough to provoke a emile when I recollect 
them. Among my attempts at this time were two 
descriptive pieces entitled Morning in the Country, 
and Morning in Town, in eight-syllable rhymes, and 
in imitation of Cunningham. There was also a 
SHtirical peep into Pluto's dominions, in rhyme. I 
remember the conclusion only, and that because it 
eshibits a singular indication how strongly and how 
early my heart was set upon that peculiar line of 
poetry which I have pursued with most ardour. It 
described the Elysium of the Poets, and that more 
sacred part of it iu which Homer, Virgil, Tasso, 
Spenser, Cam oen 9, and Milton were assembled. While 
I was regarding them. Fame came hurrying by with 
her arm full of laurels and asking ia an indignant 
voice if there was no poet who would deserve them ? 
Upon which I reached out my hand, snatched at them, 
and awoke. 

One of these juvenile efforts was wholly original 
in its design. It was an attempt to exhibit the story 
of the Trojan War in a dramatic form, laying the 
scene in Elysium, where the events which had hap- 
pened on earth were related by the souls of the re- 
spective heroes as they successively descended. The 
opening was a dialogue between Laodamia imd Pro- 
tesilaus, in couplets : the best rhymes which I had 
yet written. But I did not proceed far, probably 
because the design was too difficult, and this would 
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have been reason enough for abajidoning it even if I 
had not entered with more than usual ardour ujk>d a 
new heroic subject, of which Cassibelan waa the hero. 
I finished three hooks of this poem, and had advanced 
far in the fourth before I went to Westminster. All 
this was written fairly out in my own private cha^ 
racters, and in my best writing, if one may talk of 
calligraphy in an unknown hand which looked some- 
thing like Greek, but more hke conjuration, from the 
number of trines and squares which it contained. 
These characters, however, proved fatal to the poem, 
for it was not possible for me to continue it at school, 
for want of privacy ; disuse made the cypher so i^fGcult 
that I could not read it without almost spelling as I 
went on ; and at last, in very Tczation, I burnt the 
manuscript. 

I wonder whether Spurzheim could, at that time, 
have discovered an organ of constructiveness in my 
pericranium. The Siysian drama might seem to in- 
dicate that the faculty was there, but not a trace of 
it was to be found in any of the heroic poems which 
I attempted. They were all begun upon a mere 
general notion of the subject, without any pre- 
arrangement, and very little preconception of the 
incidents by which the catastrophe was to be brought 
about. When I sat down to write, I had to look 
as much for the incidents, as for the thoughts and 
words in which they were to be clothed. I expected 
them to occur just as readily; and so indeed, such aa 
they were, they did. My reading in the old chi- 
valrous romances has been sufficiently extensive to 
justify me in asserting that the greater number o£ 
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those romances were written just in the same way, 
without the sliglitest plan or forethought ; and I am 
much mistaken if many of the Italian romantic poems 
were not composed in the same inartificial ixianuer. 
This I am sure, — that it is more difficult to plan than 
to execute well ; and that abundance of true poetical 
power has been squandered for want of a constructive 
talent in the poet. I have felt this want in some of 
the Spanish and Portuguese writers, even more than 
their want of taste. The pr<^eB3 of my own mind 
towards attaining it (so far aa I may be thought to 
have attained it) I am able to trace dbtinctly ; not 
merely by the works themselves, and by my own re- 
collections of the views with which they were un- 
dertaken and composed, but by the various sketches 
and memoranda for four long narrative poems, made 
during their progress from the first conception of 
each till its completion. At present, the facility 
and pleasure with which I can plan an heroic poem, 
a drama, and a biographical or historical work, how- 
ever comprehensive, is even a temptation to me. It 
seems as if I caught the bearings of a subject at first 
sight ; just as Telford sees from an eminence, with a 
glance, in what direction his road must be carried. 
But it was long before I acquired this power, — not 
fiurly, indeed, till I was about five or six and thirty ; 
and it was gained by practice, in the course of which 
I learnt to perceive wherein I was deficient. 

There was one point in which these premature 
attempts afforded a hopeful omen, and that was in 
the diligence and industry with which I endeavoured 
to acquire all the historical information within my 
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reach, relating to the subject in hand. Forty years 
ago, I could have given a better account of the birth 
and parentage of Egbert, and the state of the Hep- 
tarchy during hiH youth, than I could do now without 
referring to books ; and when Oassibelan was my 
hero, I was as well ac<ju>unted with the division of 
the island among the ancient tribes, aa I am now 
with the relative ^tuation of its counties. It was, 
perhaps, fortunate that these pursuits were unassisted 
and solitary. By thus working a way for myself, I 
acquired a habit and a lore for investigation, and 
nothing appeared uninteresting which gave me any 
of the information I wanted. The pleasure which I 
took in such researches, and in composition, rendered 
me in agreat degree independent of other amusements; 
and no systematic education could have fitted me for 
my present course of life so well as the circumstances 
which allowed me thus to feel and follow my own 
impulses. 



CHAXACTEB 01 



July l^tb, 1834. 
Few boys were ever less qualified for the discipline 
of a public school thaji I was, when it was determined 
to place me at Westminster ; for if ray school educa- 
tion had been ill-conducted, the life which I led with 
Miss Tyler tended in every respect still more to un- 
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fit me for the new scenes, the new world almost 
it might be called, on which I was about to enter. 

When my aunt settled at Bristol, she brought 
with her a proud contempt for Bristol society. In 
fact, she had scarcely any acquaintance there, and 
seldom saw any eomptuiy, except when some of her 
Bath friends came to Clifton for the summer; or 
when the players took up their abode in the aty, for 
then Mr. Dimond used to visit her. He was a ntoet 
gentlemanly and respectable man, as well as a good 
actor. Great is the delight which I have had in seeing 
him perform, and hardly leas waa that which I haTe 
felt in listening to his conversation. The days when 
he dined with us were almost our only gala days. 
At such times, and when she went out. Miss Tyler's 
appearance and manners were those of a woman who 
had been bred in the best society and was equal to it; 
but if any stranger or visitor had caught her in her 
ordinary apparel, she would have been as much con- 
fused as Diana when Actseon came upon her bathing- 
place, anil almost with as much reason, for she was 
always in a bed-gown and in rags. Most people, I 
suspect, have a weakness for old shoes; ease and 
comfort and one's own fireside are connected with 
them ; in fact, we never feel any regard for shoes 
till they attain to the privileges of age, and then they 
become almost aa much a part of the wearer as his 
corns. This sort of feeling my aunt extended to old 
clothes of every kind; the older and tiie raggeder 
they grew, the more unwilling she was to cast them 
ofil But she was scrupulously clean in them ; indeed, 
the principle upon which her whole household economy 
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waa directed wiia that of keeping the house cleaD, and 
taking more precautions against dust than would have 
been needful against the plague in an infected city. 
She laboured under a perpetual dmto-phobia, and a 
comical disease it was; but whether I have been most 
amused or annoyed by it, it would be difficult to aay. 
I had, however, in its coqsequencea an early lesson 
how fearfully the mind may be enslaved by indulging 
its own peculiarities and whimsiea, innocent as they 
may appear at first. 

The discomfort which Miaa Tyler's passion for 
cleanliness produced to herself, as well as to her little 
household, was truly curious: to herself, indeed, it 
was a perpetual torment ; to the two servants a 
perpetual vexation, and so it would have been to me 
if nature had not bleat me with an innate hilarity of 
spirit which nothing but real affliction can overcome. 
That the better rooms might be kept clean, she took 
possession of the kitchen, sending the servants to one 
which was underground ; and in this little, dark, 
confined place, with a rough stone floor, and a sky- 
light (for it must not be supposed that it was a best 
kitchen, which was always, as it was intended to b^ 
a comfortable sitting-room ; this was more like a 
scullery), we always took our meals, and gene- 
rally lived. The best ro(»n was never opened but 
for company ; except now and then on a fine day to 
be lured and dusted, if dust ooold be detected there. 
In the other parlour, I was allowed sometimes to 
read, and she wrote her letters, for she had many 
correspondents ; and we sat there sometimes in sum- 
mer, when a fire was not needed, for fire produced 
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aehes, and ashes occasioned dust, and duat, visible 
or invisible, was the plague of her life. I have seea 
her order the teakettle to be emptied and refilled, 
because some one had passed acrosB the hearth while 
it waa on the fire prepariug for her breakfast. She 
had indulged these humours till she had formed for 
herself notions of uncleanness almost as irrational 
and inconvenient as those of the Hindoos. She had 
a cup once buried for six weeks, to purify it from the 
lips of one whom she accounted unclean ; all who 
were not her favourites were included in that class. 
A chair in which an unclean person had sat was put 
out in the garden to be aired ; and I never saw 
her more annoyed than on one occasion when a man, 
who called upon business, seated himself in her own 
chair : how the cushion was ever again to be ren- 
dered fit for her use, she knew not 1 On such oc- 
casions, her fine features assumed a character either 
fierce or tragic ; her expressions were vehement even 
to irreverence ; and her gesticulations those of the 
deepest and wildest distress, — hands and eyes up- 
lifted, as if she was in hopeless misery, or in a 
paroxysm of mental anguish. 

As there are none who like to be upon ill terms 
with themselves, most people find out some device 
whereby they may be reconciled to their own faults; 
and in this propensity it la that much of the irre- 
ligion in the world, and much of its false philosophy, 
have originated. My aunt used frequently to say 
that all good-natured people were fools. Hera was 
a violent temper, rather than an ill one ; there was a 
great deal of kindness in it, though it was under no 
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reatraiDt. She was at once tyrannical and indulgent 
to her servants, and thej usually remained a long 
while in her service, partly I believe from fear, and 
partly from liking : from liking, becau^ she sent 
them often to the play (which b probably to perwng 
in that condition, aa it is to children, the most de- 
lightful of all amusements), and because she con- 
versed with them much more than is usual for any 
one in her rank of life. Her habits were so peculiar, 
that the servants became in a certain degree hei 
confidants ; she therefore was afraid to change them 
and they even, when they wished to leave her, were 
afraid to express the wish, knowing that she would 
regard it as a grievous offence, and dreading the storm 
of anger which it would bring down. Two servants 
in my remembrance left her for the sake of marrying; 
and, although they hod both lived with her many 
years, she never forgave either, nor ever spoke 
of them without some expression of bitterness. I 
believe no daughter was ever more afraid of dis- 
closing a clandestine marriage to a severe parent, 
than both these women were of making their inten- 
tion knotvn to their mistress, such was the ascendancy 
that she possessed over them. She had reconciled 
herself to the indulgence of her nngovemed anger, 
by supposing that a bad temper was naturally 
connected with a good understanding and a com- 
manding mind. 

Besides her servants, there were two persons over 
whom she had acquired the most absolute control. 
Miss Palmer was the one : a more complete example 
' cannot be imagined of that magic which a strong 
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mind exercises over a weak one. The influence 
which she possessed over my mother was equally 
unbounded and more continual, but otherwise to be 
explained : it was the ascendancy of a determined and 
violent spirit over a gentle and yielding one. There 
w^ a difference of twelve years between their ages, 
and the authority which Miss Tyler had first exerted 
as an elder sister she never relaxed. My mother 
was one of those few pereons (for a few such there 
are) who think too humbly of themselves.- Her 
only fault (I verily believe she had no other), 
was that of yielding submissively to this imperious 
sister, to the sacrifice of her own inclination and 
judgment and sense of what was right. She had 
grown up la awe and admiration of her, as one who 
moved in a superior rank, and who, with the advan- 
tage of a fine form and beautiful person, possessed 
that also of a superior and cultivated understanding : 
withal, she loved her with a true sisterly affection 
which nothing could diminish, clearly as she saw 
her faults, and severely as at last she suffered by 
them. But never did I know one person so entirely 
subjected by another, and never have I regretted 
anything more deeply than that subjection, which 
most certainly in its consequences shortened iicr life. 
If my mother had not been disfigured by the small- 
pox, the two sisters would have strikingly resembled 
each other, except in complexion, my mother being 
remarkably fair. The expression, however, of the 
two countenances, was as opposite as the features 
were alike, and the difference in disposition was not 
less marked. Take her for all in all, I do not 
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believe that any human being ever brought into the 
world, aod carried through it, a larger portion of 
ori^nal goodnesa than mj dear mother. Every one 
who knew her loved her, for she eeemed made to be 
happy herself, and to make every one happy within 
her little sphere. Her understanding was as good as 
her heart : it ia from her I have inherited that alert- 
ness of mind, and quicknees of apprehension, without 
which it would have been impossible for me to have 
undertaken half of what I have performed. God 
never blessed a human creature with a more cheerful 
disposition, a more generous spirit, a sweeter temper, 
or a tenderer heart. I remember that when first I 
understood what death was, and began to think of it, 
the most fearful thought it induced was that of 
losing my mother; it seemed to me more than I 
could bear, and I used to hope that I might die 
before her. Nature is merciful to us. We learn 
gradually that we are to die, —a knowledge which, if 
it came suddenly upon us in riper age, would be 
more than the mind could endure. We are gradually 
prepared for our departure by seeing the objects of 
our earliest and deepest affectiona go before us ; and 
even if no keener afflictions are dispensed to wean us 
from this world, and remove our tenderest thoughts 
and dearest hopes to another, mere age brings with 
it a weariness of life, and death becomes to the old 
as natural and desirable as sleep to a tired child. 

My father's house b^g within ten minutes' walk 
of Terril Street (or rather run, for I usually galloped 
along the bye-ways), few days passed on which I did 
not look in there. Miss Tyler never entered the 
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door, becauBe there was an enmity between her and 
Thomas Southej. She had ^ven just occasion to it. 
They hated each other cordially now, and took no 
pains to conceal it. My visitu at home, therefore, 
were short, and I was seldom allowed to dine or 
pass the evening there. My brother Tom was at 
school; the difference of age between us made ua at 
that time not very suitable companions when we 
were together. There was not a single boy of my 
own age, or near it, in any of the few families with 
whom either my mother or aunt were acquMnted ; 
and my only friend and companion was my aunt's 
eervant boy, Shadracb Weeks, her maid's brother. 
Shad, as we called him, was just my own age, and 
had been taken into her service soon after she settled 
in Bristol. He was a good-natured, active, handy 
lad, and became very much attached to me, and I 
to him. At this hour, if he be living, and were to 
meet me, I am sure he would greet me with a hearty 
shake by the hand ; and, be it where it might, I should 
return the salutation. We used to work together 
in the garden, play trap in the fields, make kites and 
fly them, try our hands at carpentry, and, which was 
the greatest of all indulgences, go into the country 
to bring home primrose, violet, and cowslip roots ; 
and sometimes to St. Vincent's Rocks, or rather the 
heights about a mile and a half farther down the 
river, to search for the bee and fly orchis. Some 
book had taught me that these rare flowers were 
to be found there ; and I sought for them year after 
year with such persevering industry, for the un- 
worthy purpose of keeping them in pots at home, 
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(where they uniformly pined and diedj) that I am 
afraid botanists who came after me may bare 
looked for them there in Tain. Ferhap6 I have 
never had a keener enjoyment of natumi scenery than 
when roaming about the rocke and woods on the ^de 
of the Avon with Shad and our poor spaniel PhilliB. 
Indeed, there are few scenes in the island finer of 
their kind ; and no other where merchant vessels of 
the lai^est size may be seen sailing between such 
rocks and woods — the shores being upon a scale of 
sufficient magnitude to supply all that the pictnresque 
requires, and not upon so large a one as to make the 
ships appear comparatively insignificant. 

Had it not been for thb companion, there would 
have been nothing to counteract the effeminating 
and debilitating tendency of the habits to which my 
aunt's peculiarities subjected me. Pri<^ng play- 
bills had been the pastime which she encouraged as 
long as I could be prevailed on to pursue it ; and 
afterwards she encouraged me to cut paper into fan- 
tastic patterns. But I learnt a better use of my 
hands in Shad's company ; and we became such pro- 
ficients in carpentry, that, before I went to West- 
minster, we set about the enterprise of making and 
fitting up a theatre for puppets. This was an 
arduous and elaborate work, of which I shall have 
more to say hereafter, as our design extended with 
our pn^ress. At this time, little more had been dons 
than to finish the body of the theatre, where there 
were pit, boxes, and gallery, and an ornamented ceiling, 
which, when it was put on, made the whole look on the 
outside like a box of unaccountable form. The epeo- 
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tator was to look tbrough a glass behind ihe gallery, 
which was intended to have been a magnifier, till, to 
our great disappointment, we were assured at the 
optician's that no single magnifier could produce any 
effect at the dbtance which this was required to act. 
The scenery and stage contrivances I shall speak of 
in due time; for this was an undertaking which 
called forth all our ingenuity, and continued for 
several years to occupy me during the holydays. 

Before I went to Westminster, my brother Henry 
had been taken into Mias Tyler's household, when 
he was about fire years old. In 1787 a daughter 
was bom, and christened Margaretta. I remember 
her as well as it is possible to remember an infant ; 
that is, without any fixed and discriminating remem- 
brance. She was a beautiful creature, and I was old 
enough to feel the greatest solicitude for her recovery, 
when I setoff for London early in the spring of 1788. 
A thoughtless nursemtud had taken her out one day 
to the most exposed situation within reach, what is 
called the Sea Banks, and kept her there unusually 
long while a severe east wind was blowing. From 
that hour she drooped; cough and consumption came 
on. I left her miserably and hopelessly ill, and never 
saw her more. This was the first death thflt I had 
ever apprehended and dreaded, and it affected me 
deeply. 
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AngoBt SSth, 1834. 
Ths btmneas of placing me at WestiuinBter afforded 
m^ aunt an excuse for going to London; Mies Palmei 
was easily persuaded to aocompanj her and to hire 
a carrii^e for the seaaou, and we set off in February 
1788. I had never before been a mile from Badi in 
that direction, and when my childiah thoughts ever 
wandered into the terra incognita which I was one day 
to explore, this had been the road to it, simply because 
alt the other outlets from that city were familiar to me. 
We slept at Marlborough the first night ; at Blading 
the second, and on the third day we reached Salt Hill. 
Tom and Charles Palmer were summoned from Eton 
to meet their aunt there, and we remained a day for 
the purpose of seeing Windsor, which I have never 
seen since. Lodgings had been engaged in a small 
liouse in Pall Mall, for no dtuation that was less 
fashionable would content Mise Tyler, and she had a 
reckless prodigality at fits and starts, the efiects of 
which could not be counteracted by the parsimony 
and even penurioueness of her usual habits. Mr. 
Palmer was at that time comptroller of the Post 
XXEce, holding the situation which he had so well 



ciq mod t, Google 



134 EABLT LIFE OF JEtat. 14. 

deserved, and from which he was not long afterwards 
most iDJuriousl; displaceJ. We Tinted him, and the 
Newberrys, and Mrs. Dolignon, and went often to 
the theatres ; and my aunt appeared to be as happy 
as if she were not incurring expenses which she had 
no meaoB of discharging. My father had ^ven her 
thirty pounds for the journey, a sum amply sufficient 
for taking me to school and leaving me there, and 
moreover aa much as he could afford ; but she had 
resolved upon passing the season in town, as careless 
of all consequences as if she had been blind to them. 
About six weeks elapsed before I was deported at 
my place of destination. In the interval I had passed 
a few days with the Newberrys at Ad^scombe, and 
with the Miss Delamares at Cheahunt ; at the latter 
place I was happy, for they were excellent women, 
to whom my heart opened, and I had the full enjoy- 
ment of the country there, without any drawback. 
London I very much disliked : I was too young to 
take any pleasure in the companies to which I was 
introduced as an inconvenient appendage of my 
aunt's; nor did I feel half the interest at the theatres, 
splendid aa they were, which I had been wont to 
take at Bath and Bristol, where every actor's face 
was &miliar to me, and every movement of the coun- 
tenance could be perceived. I wished for Shad, and 
the carpentry, and poor Phillia, and our rambles 
among the woods and rocks. At length, upon the 
first of April (of all ominous days that could be 
chosen), Mr. Palmer took me in his carriage to Dean's 
Yard, introduced me to Dr. Smith, entered my name 
with him, and, upon his recommendation, placed me 
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at the boarding-house, then called Otly'a, from its 
late mistress, but kept by Mrs. Farren ; and left me 
there, with Samuel Hayes, the usher of the house, 
and of the fifth fonn, for my tutor. 

Botch Hayes, as he was denomimited, for the man- 
ner in which he mended his pupil's verses, kept a 
smaller boarding-house next door; but at this time a 
treaty of union between the two houses was going on, 
which, like the union of Castille and An^on, was to 
be brought about by a marriage between the respective 
heads of the several states. This marriage took place 
during the ensuing Whitsun-holydays ; and the smaller 
flock was removed in consequence to our boarding- 
house, which then took the name of Hayes's, but re- 
tfuned it only a few months, for Hayes, in disgust at 
not being appointed under-master, withdrew from the 
school : his wife of course followed his fortunes, and 
was succeeded by Mrs. Clougb, who migrated thither 
with a few boarders from Abingdon Street. But 
as Botch Hayes is a person who must make hia 
appearance in the Athenie Cantabri^enses (if my 
lively, happy, good-natured friend Mr. Hughes carries 
into effect his intention of compiling such a work), I 
will say something of him here. 

He was a man who, having some skill and much 
facility in versifying, walked for many years over the 
Seatonian race-^^ouudat Cambrii^e, and enjoyed the 
produce of Mr. Seaton's Kislingbury estate without a 
competitor. He was, moreover, what Oldys describes 
Nahum Tate to have been, — " a free, good-natured 
fuddling companion;" to all which qualities his coun- 
tenance bore witness. With better conduct and 
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better fortune, Hayes would have had learning and 
talents enough to have deserved and obtiuned pro- 
motion. His failings were so notoiions, and the 
boys took such libertiea with him (sticking his wig 
fuU of paper darts in school, and, indeed, doing or 
leaving undone whatever they pleased, in full re- 
liance upon his easy and indolent good-nature), that 
it would have been a most unfit thing to have 
appointed hitn under-master, in course of seniori^, 
when Vincent succeeded Dr. Smith. Perhaps he 
would not have taken offence at being passed by, 
if a person thoroughly qualified had been chosen 
in his stead ; but he could not bear to have an in- 
ferior usher, who was a man of no talents whatever, 
promoted over him, and therefore, to the great injury 
of his worldly affitirs, which could ill bear such a 
sacrifice, he left the school altogether. Hayes it was 
who edited those sermons which Dr. Johnson is 
supposed to have written for his friend Dr. Taylor. 

I was placed in the under fourth, a year lower 
than I might have been if I could have made Latin 
verses, and yet more than a year too high for being 
properly trained to make them. The manner of in- 
troducing a boy into the ways of the school was by 
placing him for a week or ten days under the direction 
of one in the same remove, who is called hia substance, 
the new comer being the shadow ; and, during this 
sort of noviciate, the shadow neither taJces nor loses 
place by his own deserts, but follows the substance. 
A diligent and capable boy is, of course, selected 
for this service ; and Smedley, tho usher of the 
fourth, to-my great joy, picked out George Strachey, 



ciq mod t, Google 



,Xtat. 14. BOBEBr SODTUEY. 137 

the very individual on whom my pby^ognomical eyes 
would have rested if I might have made a choice 
throughout the whole BchooL Strachey and I were 
friends at first sight. But he hoarded at home ; and 
it is in the boarding-house, more than in the Bchool) 
that a friend is wanted : and there, God knows, I had 
for some time a soUtaiy heart. 

The present Lord Amherst was head of the house; 
a mild, iDoffensive boy, who interfered with no one, 
and, having a room to himself (which no other boy 
had), lived very much to lumself in it, liked and 
respected by every body. I was tjuartered in the 

room with , who afterwards married that sweet 

creature, Lady , and never was woman of 

a dove-like nature more unsuitably mated, for 
, when in anger, was perfectly frantic. His 
face was as fine as a oountenaace could be which ez- 
presBcd bo ungovernable and dangerous a temper; 
the finest red and white, dark eyes and brows, and 
black curling hair; but the expression was rather 
that of a savage than of a civilized being, and no 
savage could be more violent. He had seasons of 
good-nature, and at the worst was rather to be 
dreaded than i^sliked; for he was plainly not master 
of himself. But I had cause to dread htm ; for he 
once attempted to hold me by the leg out of the 
window ; it was the first floor, and over a stone 
area : had I not struggled in time, and clung to the 
frame with both hands, my life would probably have 
been sacrificed to this freak of temporary madness. 
He used to pour water into my ear when I was 
a-bed and asleep, fling the porter-pot or the poker 



ciq mod t, Google 



138 EAELT LIFE OF JStat. 14. 

at me, and in many ways exerciaed sncli a capricious 
and dangeroufl tyranny, merely by right of the 
strongest (for he was not high enough in the school 
to fag me), that at last I requested Mr. Hayes to 
remove me into another chamber. Tliither he fol- 
lowed me ; and, at a very late hour one night, came 
in wrapt in a sheet, and thinking to frighten me by 
personating a ghoet, in which character he threw 
himself upon the bed, and rolled upon me. Not 
knowing who it was, but certun that it was flesh 
and blood, I seized him by the throat, and we made 
noiee enough to bring up the nsher of the house, and 

occasion an inquiry, which ended in requiring '9 

word that he never would ^ain molest me^ 

He kept his word faithfully, and left school a few 
months afterwards, when he was about seventeen or 
eighteen, and apparently full grown, — a singularly 
fine and striking youth; indeed, one of those figures 
~ wluch you always remember vividly. I heard nothing 
of him till the Irish rebellion: he served in the army 
there; and there was a story, which got into the 
newspapers, of his meeting a man upon the road, and 
putting him to death without judge or jury, upon 
suspicion of his being a rebel. It was, no doubt, an 
act of madness. I know not whether any proceedings 
took place (indeed, in those dreadful times, anything 
was passed over); but he died soon aftertrards, hap- 
pily for himself, and all who were connect«d with 
him. 

Miss Tyler returned to Bristol before the Wbitsun- 
holydays, having embarrassed herself, and had re- 
course to shifts of which I knew too much. Te 
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spare tlie expense of a journey so soon after my 
entrance at school, I was invited for the holydaya 
by the good Mire Delamaree to Cheshunt. I passed 
three Tveeka there very happily, having the use of an 
excellent microscope, and frequently taking my book 
into the greenhouse, and reading there for the sake 
of the temperature and the odour of the flowers. 
Duringpartofthe time there were two other guests in 
the house. The one was a nice good-humoured warm- 
hearted ^rl, in the very flower of youth and feeling, 
who was e&gaged to a French or Swiss clergyman, 
Mercier by name. Her own was La Chanmette. 
She was of Swiss extraction, and, having passed the 
preceding year among her relations in the Paj-a de 
Vaud, had brought home something like a maladie 
du pays, if that phrase may be applied to a longing 
after any country which is not our own ; it was, 
however, a very natural affection for one who was com- 
pelled to exchange Lausanne for Spitalfields.' I used 
to abuse Switzerland ns a land of bears and wolve3> 
and ice and snow, for the sake of seeing the animation 
with which she defended and praised it. Not long 
afterwards she married to her heart's content — and, to 
the very great regret of all who knew her, died in her 
first duld-bed. Poor Betsey La Chaumettel after a 
lapse of nine and-twenty years, I thought of her in 
Switzerland, and, when I was at Echichens with the 
Awdrys, met with a Swiss clergyman who knew her 
and remembered her visit to that country. 

I have heard her mother relate an anecdote of her- 
self which is well worthy of preservation, because of 
another personage to whom it relates also. She was 
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a most lively, good-humoured, entertiuniug woman; 
and her conversation waa the more amusing because it 
was in broken English, intenningled plentifully with 
French inteijections. In person she was strong- 
featured, large, and plain even to ugliness, if a coun- 
tenance can be called ugly which was always 
brightened with cheerfulness and good-nature. There 
waa a Mr. Gifiardiere, who held some appointment in 
the Queen's household (I think he used to read 
French to her), and was one of those persons with 
whom the royal femily were familiar. Mrs. La 
Chaumette was on a visit to him at Windsor; and it 
was insisted upon by the CrifTardieres that she must 
have one of the Lunardi bonnets (immortalized by 
Bums) which were then in &sluon, it being the first 
age of balloons. This she resisted most vjomanfully, 
pleading her time of life and ugliness with character- 
istic volubility and liveliness, but to no purpose. Her 
eloquence was overruled ; and as nobody could appear 
without such a bonnet, such a bonnet she had. All 
this went to the palace ; for kings and queens are 
sometimes as much pleased at being acquunted with 
small private affwrs as their subjects are in conversing 
upon great public ones. Mrs. La Chaumette's con- 
versation was worth repeating, even to a king; and 
she was so original a person, that the King knew her 
very well by character, and was determined to see 
her. Accordingly he stopped his horse one day before 
GiBardiere's apartments, and, after talking a while 
with bim, asked if Mrs. La Chaumette was within, 
and desired she might be called to the window. 
She came in all the agitation or fluster that such a 
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summons was likely to excite. The King spoke to 
her with his wonted good-nature, asked her a few 
questions, hoped she liked Windsor, and concluded 
by saying he waa glad to hear she had consented at 
last to have a Lunardi bonnet. Trifling as this is, 
it is a sort of trifling in which none but a kind-hearted 
king would have indulged; and I believe no one ever 
heard the story without liking George III. the 
better for it : I am sure this was the effect it pixjduced 
in the circle of her acquaintance. How well do I 
remember the looks, and tones, and gestures, and mon 
Dieusf with which she accompanied the relation. 

James Bereaford was the other visitor at Chcshunt, 
an unsuccessful translator of the ^neid into blank 
verse, but the very successful author of the Miseries 
of Human Life. He was then a young man, either 
just in orders, or on the point of being ord^ned. 
This story was then remembered of him at the Charter 
House : that he had been equally remarkable when 
a boy for his nobiness and his love of music ; and 
having one day skipped school to attend a concert, 
there was such an unusual quietness in consequence 
of bis absence, that the master looked round, and stud 
" Where's Beresford ? I nm Bure be cannot be in 
school I " and the detection thus brought about cost 
poor Beresford a flogging. Him also, Uke Betsey La 
Chaumette, I never saw after that visit ; and, with all 
bis pleasantness and good-nature, he left upon me an 
unpleasant impression, Irom a trifling circumstance 
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of ThomBon's Spring. I did my task doggedly, in 
euch a manner that it was impossible any exerdse 
could have been more unlike a good one, and yet the 
very beet could not more effectually have proved the 
diligence with which it had been made. There was 
neither a false quantity, nor a grammatical fault, 
nor a decent line in the whole. The kdies made me 
ehow it to Beresford ; and he, instead of eaying, in 
good-natured aineerity, " You have never been taught 
to make verses, but it is plain that you have taken 
great pains in making these, and therefore I am sure 
the usher will give you credit for what you have 
done," returned them to me, saying, "Sir, I see you 
will be another Virgil one of these days." I knew 
that this was ndther deserved as praise nor as 
mockery ; and I felt then, as I have continued through 
life to do, that unmerited censure brings with it its 
own antidote in the sense of injustice which it pro- 
vokes, but that nothing is so mortifying as praise to 
which you are consdous that you have no claim. 

Smedley spoke to me sen^bly and kindly about 
this exercise, and put me in tnuning as far as could 
then be done. He had no reason to compliun of my 
want of good-will, for before the next holydays I wrote 
about fifty long and short verses upon the death of 
Fair Rosamund, which I put into his hands. The 
composition was bad enough, I dare say, in many re- 
spects; butit gave proofs of good progress. They were 
verses to the ear as well as to the fingers ; and I re- 
member them sufficiently to know that the attempt 
was that of a poet It is worth remembering as being 
the only Latin poem that I ever composed voluntarily. 
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For there my ambition endetl. When I was so far 
upon a footing vith the rest of the remove, that I 
could make verses decent enough to pass muster, I 
was Batisfied, It was in English, and not in heathen 
Latin, that 



and I also knew, though I did not know Lope do 
Vega had sud it, that 

" Todo panHTO en sq nido 



Lettbb XTIL 

BBCOI-LlCTIOirS OF VESTHIKBTSB 

March ISth, 18S5. 
The Christinas before my entrance at Westminster, 
I remember seeing in the newspapers the names of 
those boys who acted in the Westminster Play that 
year (1787). For one who knew nothing of the 
school, nor of any person in it, it was something to 
be acquainted with three or four boys, even by name ; 
and I pleased myself with thinking that tbey were 
BOOQ to be my ftiends. This was a vain fancy in 
both senses of the word : by their being selected tQ 
perform in the Play, I supposed they were studious 
and clever boys, with whom I should of course be- 
come tamiliar; and I had no -notion of the inequality 



ciq mod t, Google 



H4 EAELT LIFE OP JEtat. U, 13. 

which station produces at a public school. It is such 
that, when I came to Weetminster, I never exchanged 
a word with any of these peraons. Oliphant, TwIb- 
tleton, and Carey, were three of them, Carey was 
a marked favourite with Vincent, and afterwtoda 
with Cyril Jackson at Cbiist Church ; he is now 
Bishop of Exeter, having been head master of the 
school where, at the time of which I am now writing, 
he was one of the monitors. It is s^d that he is in- 
debted to Cyril Jackson for his promotion to the 
bench, the dean requesting a bishopric for him, or 
rather earnestly recommending Jiim for one, when he 
refused it for himself. Twistleton was remarkable 
for a handsome person, on which he prided himself, 
and for wearing his long hdr loose and powdered in 
school, but tied and drest when he went out; for in 
those days hobble-dc-hoys used to let their hair grow, 
cultivating it for a tail, which was then the costume 
of manhood. The Westminster Play gave him a taste 
for private theatricals: immediately after leaving 
school he married a g^rl with whom he had figured 
away in auch scenes; she became an actress afiter^ 
wards in public of some pretensions, and much noto- 
riety, as being the wife of an honourable and a 
clergyman. For a while Twistleton figured in London 
ae a popular preacher, which too frequently is but 
another kind of acting ; he then went out to India, 
and died there lately as archdeacon in Ceylon, 
where he had latterly taken a very useful and be- 
coming part in promoting tlie efibrts which are made 
in that island for educating and converting the 
natives. Oliphant was the more remarkable person 
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of the three, and would probably have rieen to cele- 
brity, had be lived. He was from Liverpool, the eon, 
I believe, of a tradesman, one of the queerest fellows 
in appearance that I ever remember to have seen ; 
and 80 short-sighted, that we had stories of hia 
walking into a grave in the cloisters, and running his 
head through a lamp-lighter's ladder in the street. 
The boys in the sixth form speak in public, once a 
week in rotation, three king's scholars and three 
town boys: generally this is got through as a dis- 
agreeable task ; but now and then an ambitious fellow 
mouths instead of mumbling it ; and I remember 
Twistleton and Oliphant reciting the scene between 
Brutus and Cassius with good effect, and with vtnces 
that filled the school. After leaving Cambridge 
Oliphant tried his fortune ae sn author, and published 
a novel which I never saw ; but it had some such 
title as "Memoirs of a Wild Goose Philosopher." 
He died soon afterwards. 

His first efforts in authorship were, however, made 
as a periodical essayist, before he left school. The 
Microcosm, which the Etonians had recently pub- 
lished, excited a spirit of emulation at Westminster ; 
and soon after I went there, some of the senior 
king's scholara, of whom Oliphant was at the head, 
commenced a weekly paper called the Trifler. Aa 
the master's authority in our age' of lax discipline 
could not prevent this, Smith contented himself, in 
his good-natured easy way, with signafflng his dis- 
approbation, by giving as a text for a theme, on the 
Monday after the first number appeared, these words 
tcribimtts indocti doctique. There were two or three 

TOL. I. I. 
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felicitoiis papers la the Microcosm which made a re- 
putation for the book ; indeed Eton has never pro- 
duced men of more genius than those who contri- 
buted to it. The Trifler may ic general have been 
upon a par with it, that is to any, neither of them 
could contain anything better in serious composition 
than good school boy's exercises : but it had no lucky 
hits of a lighter kind, and when forty numbers had 
been published, more to the contentment of the 
writers than of any body else, the volume was closed 
and was foi^tten. The only disgraceful circmn- 
Btance attending it, was that a caricature was put 
forth representing Justice as weighing the Micro- 
cosm against the Trifler, and the Ibrmer with its 
authors, and the king as a make-weight on their side, 
was made to kick the beam. This was designed 
and etched by James Hook, then a junior king's 
scholar, and now the very Reverend Dean of Wor- 
cester. I do not suppose it was sold in the print- 
shops, but the boys were expected to subscribe for it 
at a shilling each. 

My £rst attempt to appear in print was in the 
aforesaid Trifler. I composed an elegy upon voj 
poor little sister's death, which took place just at that 
time. The verses were written with all sincerity of 
feeling, for I was very deeply affected : but that they 
were very bad I have no doubt ; indeed I recollect 
enough of them to know it. However, I sent them 
by the penny post, signing them with the letter B ; 
and in the nest number this notice was taken of the 
communication: "B's Elegy must undergo some 
alterations, a liberty all our correspondents must 
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allow us to take." After this I looked for its ap- 
pearance anzioosly, but in viun; for no farther 
mention was made of it, because no alteration could 
have rendered it fit for appearance, even among the 
compositions of elder Bchoolboys. Oliphant and his 
colleagues never knew from whence it came ; I was 
far too much below them to be suspected, and indeed, 
at that time, I was known out of raj remove for 
nothing but my curly head. 

Curly heads are not common, I doubt whether 
they can be retioned at three per cent, upon the 
population of this country ; but luckily (or me, the 
present Sir Charles Burrell (old Burrell as we then 
called him, a very good-natured man) had one as well 
as myself. The space between Palace Yard and 
St. Margaret's Churchyard was at that time covered 
with houses. You must remember them, but I knew 
all the lanea and passages there ; intricate enough they 
were, and afibrded excellent cover, just in the most 
dangerous part, on the border, when we were going 
out of bounds, or returning home from such an ex- 
pedition. The improvements which have lud all open 
there, have done no service to the Westminster boys, 
and have deprived me of some of the pleasantest 
jt^ing-places for memory that London used to con- 
t^n. In one of these passages was the door of a 
little school-master, whose aead^ny wae announced 
by a board upon the fnmt of a house, close to St 
Maigaret's Churchyard. Swne of the day boys in 
my remove took it into their heads, in the pride of 
Westminster, to annoy this academician, by beating 
up his quarters, and one day I joined in the party. 



ciq mod t, Google 



146 EABLT LIFB 01* .^TlT. 14, IS. 

The sport waa to see him sallj with a cane in his 
hand, and to witness the admiration of his own sub- 
jects at our audacity. He complained at last, as he 
had good cause, to Vincent ; but no suspicion fell or 
could fall upon the real parties ; for so it was, that 
the three or four ring-leaders in these regular rows 
were in every respect some of the best hoys in the 
school, and the very last to whom any such pranks 
would have been imputed. The only indication he 
could give, was that one of the culprits was a curly- 
headed fellow. One evening, a little to my amuse- 
ment, and not a little to my consternation, I heard 
old Burrell say that Vincent had just sent for him, 
and taxed him with making a row at a school-master's 
in St. Margaret's Churchyard; and would hardly 
believe the protestations of innocence, which he re- 
iterated with an oath when be told the story, and 
which I very well knew to be sincere. It waa his 
curly head, he said, that brought him into suspicion. 
I kept my own counsel, and did not go near the 
academy again. 

At a public school you know something of every 
boy in your own boarding-house, and in your own 
form J you are better acquainted with those in your 
own remove (which at Westminster, means half a 
form) ; and your intimacies are such as choice may 
make from these chances of juxta-position. All who 
are above you you know by sight and by character, 
if they have any: to have none indicates an easy temper, 
inclined rather to good than evil. Of those who are 
below you, unless they are in the same house, you 
lire acqu^nted with very few, even by name. The 
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number, however, of tliose mth whom you are more 
or less brought in contact, ia such, that after-life 
seldom or never affords another opportunity of know- 
ing so many persons so well, and forming so fair an 
estimate of human nature. Is that estimate a. favour- 
able one? and what says my own experience? Of 
the three hundred boys who were my contemporaries 
during four years (about fifty, perhaps, being changed 
annually) there were very few upon whose coun- 
tenance Nature hod set her best testimonials. I can 
call to mind only one wherein the moral and intel- 
lectual expression were in perfect accord of excellence, 
and had full effect given them by the features which 
they illuminated. Those who bore the stamp of re- 
probation, if I may venture to use a term which is td 
be abhorred, were certainly more in number, but not 
numerous. The great majority were of a kind to be 
whatever circumstances might make them; clay in 
the potter's hand, more or less fine ; and as it is fitting 
that such subjects should be conformed to the world's 
fashion and the world's uses, a public school was best 
for them. But where there is a tendency to low 
pursuits and low vices, such schools are fatal. They 
are nurseries also for tyranny and brutality. Yet, 
on the other hand, good is to be acquired there, 
which can be attained in no other course of educa- 
tion. 

Of my own contemporaries there, a fair proportion 
have filled that place and maintained that character in 
the world, which might have been expected from the 
indications of their boyhood. Some have manifested 
talenta which were completely latent at that time ; 
X. 3 
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and others who put forth a fair blossom have produced 
no fruit. But generally speaking, in most instances 
where I have had opportunity of observing, the man 
has been what the hoy promised, or, as we should say 
in Cumberland, offered to be. 

Our hoarding house was under the tyranny of 

W. F . He waS) in Westminster language) a 

great beast ; that is, in plain truth, a great brute ; as 
great a one os ever went upon two legs. But there 
are two sorts of human brutes — those who partake of 

wolf-nature or of pig-nature, and F was of the 

better breed, if it be better to be wolfish than swinish. 
He would have made a good prize-fighter, a good 
buccaneer, or, in the days of Coeur de Lion or of my 
Cid, a good knight, to have cut down the misbelievers 
with a, strong arm and a hearty good will Every 
body feared and hated him; and yet it was universally 
felt that he saved the house from the tyranny of a 
greater beast than himself. This was a fellow by 

name B , who was mean and malicious, which 

F was not : I do not know what became of him, 

his name has not appeared in the Tyburn Calendar, 
which was the only place to look for it, and if he has 
been hanged, it must have been under an alias, an 
observation which is frequently made when he is 
spoken of by his schoolfellows. He and F ' were 
of an age and standing, the giants of the house, but 

r was the braver, and did us the good office of 

keeping him in order. They hated each other cor- 
dially, and the evening before we were rid of 

"Butcher B- ■", F gave the whole house the 

great satiefactiou of giving him a good thrashing. 
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It was 80 obviousljr imposBible to put Latin and 

Greek into F , at either end, even if there had 

been any use in so doing, that no attempt was made 
at it The Greek alphabet he must have known, 
but he could have known nothing more of Greek, 
nor indeed of any thing elae, than just to qualify 
him for being crammed to pass muster, at passing 
from one form to another ; and so he was floated up 
to the Shell, beyond which the tide carried no one. 
He never did an exercise for himself of any kind ; 
they were done by deputy, whom the fist appointed ; 
and after awhile it was my ill fortune to be promoted 
to that office. My orders were that the exercises 
must always be bad enough ; and bad enough they 
were: I believe, indeed, that the habit of writing 
bad Latin for him spoilt me for writmg it well, 
when, in process of time, I had exercises of the same 
kind to compose in my own person. It was a great 
deliverance when he left school. I saw him once 
afterwards, in the High Street at Oxford. He 
recognised me instantly, stopped me, shook me heartily 
by the hand, as if we had been old friends, and said, 
" I hear you became a devilish fine fellow after I left, 
and used to row Dodd (the usher of the house) 
famously ! " The look and the manner with which 
these words were spoken I remember perfectly ; the 
more so, perhaps, because he died soon afterwards, 
and little as it was to have been expected, there was 
something in his death which excited a certain degree 
of respect, as well as pity. . He went into the army, 
and perished in our miserable expedition to St. 
Domingo, where, by putting himself forward on all 
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occaBions of service, and especiallj l>y exerting liimself 
in dragging cannon when the soldiers were unequal 
to the fatiguC) he brought on the yellow fever, and 
literally iell a Tictim to a generosity and good-nature 
which he had never been supposed to poeeesB. 

That fever proved fatal to a good many of my 
Westminster Bchool-fellowB, who, some of them 
because they were fit for the army, and others 
because ihey were fit for nothing else, took to that 
profes^on at the commencement of the revolntionary 
war. Sather a lai^ proportion of them perished in 
the West Indies. "Who the devil would have 
thought of my burying old Blair ! " was the excla- 
mation of one who returned ; and who (rf the two 
might better have been buried there himself. Blair 
was a cousin of the present Countess of Lonsdale, 
and I was as intimate with hira as it was possible to 
be with one who boarded in another house : though 
it would not have been easy to have found a boy in 
the whole school more thoroughly unlike myself in 
everything, except in temper. He was, as Lord 
Lonsdale told me, a spoilt-child — idle, careless, 
fond of dogs and horses, of hunting rats, biuting 
badgers, and above all of driving stoge-coaehes. But 
there was a jovial hilarity, a perpetual flow of easy 
good spirits, a sunsMne of good humour upon his 
countenance, and a merriment in his eye, which bring 
him often to my mind, and always make me think of 
him with a great deal of kindness. He was re- 
markably fat, and might hnve sat for the picture of 
Bacchus, or of Bacchus's groom j but he was active 
withaL 
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Blair speot one eummer holidays with hia mother 
Lady Mary, at Spa, ftnd used to amuse me greatly 
by his aceounts of the place and the people, and 
the delight of travelling abroad, but above all by 
his description of the French poBtillons. He had 
brought back a poetilion's whip, having leamt to 
crack it in perfection ; and that French flc^er, as ha 
called it, did all his exercises for him : for if Marsden, 
whom he had nominated to the office of secretary for 
this department, ever demurred when his services 
were required, crack went the French llogger, and 
the sound of what he never felt produced prompt 
obedience. The stud Marsden was a person who 
could have poured out Latin verses, such as they 
were, with as much facility as an Italian imprmi- 
satore performs his easier task. I heard enough 
about Spa, at that time, to make me very desirous of 
seeing the place ; and when I went thither, after my 
first visit to the field of Waterloo, it was more for 
the sake of poor Blair than for any other reason. 
Poor fellow, the yellow fever made short work with 
hia plethoric frame, when he went with his regiment 
to the West Indies. The only station that he would 
thoroughly have become, would have been that of 
abbot in some snug Benedictine abbey, where the 
rule was comfortably relaxed; in such a station, 
where the habit would just have imposed the restraint 
he needed, he would have made monks, tenants, 
dependants, and guests all as happy as indulgence, 
easy good-nature, and hearty hospitality could make 
them. As it was, flesh of a better grain never went 
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to the land-crabs, largely as in those days they were 
fed. 

There was another person in the remove, who, when 
he allowed himseir time for euch idle entertainment, 
was RB fond of Blair's conversatioii as I was (our 
intercourse with him was only during echool-honrs), 
but to whom I was attached by sympathies of a 
better kind. This was William Bean, the son of an 
apothecary at Camberwell, from which place he 
walked every day to school, a distance of more than 
three miles to and iro. He had a little of the cockney 
pronunciation, for which Blair used to laugh at him 
and mimic him ; his appearance was odd, as well as 
remarkable, and made the worse by hia dress. One 
day when he had gone into the boarding-house with 
me, DickeuBon (the present member for Somerset- 
shire, a good-natured man) came into the room ; and 
fixing his eyes upon him, exclaimed with genuine 
surprise, " O you cursed quiz, what is your name?" 
One Sunday afternoon, when with my two most 
intimate associates (Combe and Lambe) I had been 
taking a long ramble on the Surrey aide of the river, 
we met Bean somewhere near the Elephant and 
Castle returning home from a vbit, in his Sunday's 
suit of dittos, and in a cocked-hat to boot. However 
contented he might have been in this costume, I 
believe that, rather than have been seen in it by us, 
be would have been glad if the earth had opened, 
and he could have gone down for five minutes to 
Korah, Dathan, and Abinun. However, the next 
morning, when he threw himself upon our mercy, 
and entreated that we would not say that we had 
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met him in a cock and pinch, mj companiuna promieed 
him, ns willingly as I did, to be eilent. 

With thia quizzical appearance, there were in 
Bean's swarthy face, and in his dark eyes, the strongest 
indications of a clear intellect, a steady mind, and 
an excellent heart ; all which he bad in perfection. 
He had been placed at Westminster in the hope of 
his getting into college ; but being a day scholar, and 
having no connections acquainted with the school, he 
had not been put in the way of doing this, so that 
when the time came for what ia called standing out, 
while all the other candidates were in the usual 
manner crammed by their helps, Bean stood alone, 
without assistance, and consequently failed. Had 
the mode of examination been what it ought to be, 
a fair trial of capacity and diUgence, in which no 
cramming was allowed, his success would hare been 
certEun ; and had he gone off from Westminster 
to ^ther Univei^ity, he would most cerbunly have 
become one of the most distinguished men there; 
every thing might have been expected from him 
that could result from the best capacity and the 
best coiiduot. But he foiled, and was immediately 
taken from school to learn his father's profession. 
I had too sincere a r^ard for him to lose sight of 
him thus ; and several times in summer afternoons, 
when the time allowed, walked to Camberwell Green 
Just to see and shake hands with him, and hurry 
back. And this I continued to do as long as I 
remained at Westminster. 

In 1797 or 1798, he stopped me one day in the street, 
saying he did not wonder that I should have passed 
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withouf; recognising him, for lie had liad the yelloff 
fever three timee, and not having long recovered, 
Btill bore strong vestiges of it in his complexion. 
He had gone into the army in his profeBsional linCf 
and had jost then returned from the West Indies. 
I never saw him more. But going along Camberwell 
Green some ten years f^, and seeing the name still 
over the door, I went in and inquired for him of his 
brother, who immediately remembered my name, and 
■told me that William had been doing well in the 
East Indies, and that they soon hoped for bis return ; 
upon which I left a message for him to he communi- 
cated in their next letter, and my direction, when- 
ever he might arrive. Shortly after this I became 
acquainted with poor Nash, whose father's house 
was nearly opposite to Bean's; and to my great 
pleasure I found that Naah knew him well, had seen 
bim at Bombay, and spoke of him as having proved 
just such a man as I should have expected, that is, 
of sterling sense and sterling worth. You may 
imi^ne bow I was shocked at learning subsequently, 
through the same channel, what had been his fate. 
Tidings had been received, that going somewhere by 
sea (about Malacca I think) upon a. short passage, 
with money for his regiment, of which he acted as 
pay-master at that time, for the sake of that money 
be had been murdered by tbe Malay boatmen. 

He had saved 5000^. or 6000^ winch he left to 
his mother, tm unhappy and unworthy woman who 
had forsaken her &mily, but still retained a strong 
affection for this eldest son ; and wished, when he 
was a boy, to withdraw him from his father. With 
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that view she came one day to Westminster, and 
w^ted in the cloisters to way-lay him when the 
Ediool wafl over. A scene ensued which was truly 
distressing to those who felt as they ought to do, for 
he flew from her, and both were so much agitated 
as to act and epeak as if there had been no spectatord. 
I was not present, but what I heard of it strengthened 
my regard for him; and I had his situation with 
respect to his mother in my mind when certain 
passages in Roderick were written. 

Dr. Pinckland has mentioned him with respect 
in his notes on the West Indies, as one of the 
assistants in some military hospital in which the 
doctor was employed. I was pleased at meeting with 
this brief and incidental notice of his name while he 
was yet living, though with a melancholy feeling 
that the abler man was in the subordinate station. 
That brief notice is the only memorial of one, who, 
if he had not been thus miserably cut off, would 
probably have left some durable monument of him- 
self: for during twenty years of service in all parts 
of the globe, he had seen much, and I have never 
known any man who would more certwnly have seen 
all things in the right point of view, morally as well as 
intellectually. Had he returned I should have invited 
him hither, and he would have come ; we should have 
met like men who had answered each other's expect- 
ations, and whom years and various fortunes, instead 
of alienating, had drawn nearer in heart and in mind. 
That meeting will take place in a better world. 
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LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE 



ROBERT SOUTHEY. 



Mt father has entered bo fully into the hiBtoiy of bis 
family and the details of his early life) that it is 
only needful for me to take up the thread of the 
narrative where he has laid it down. I cannot, how- 
ever, but regret that he had not at least completed 
the account of his schoolboy days, and given as a 
little more insight into the course of hie studies, 
feelings, and opinions, at that period, and also into 



ciqiiioit, Google 



160 LIFE AHD C0RRE8P0HDENCB ^tat. 15—17. 

the origin of those more lasting friendBhipa he formed 
during the latter part of his stay at Westminster. 

But, while it may justly be regretted that he has 
not carried down his autobiography to a later date, 
it is not much to be wondered at tliat he found the 
task becoming more difficult and more painful. 
B^coIlecUons must have crowded upon his mind 
almost faster than he could arrange and relate them 
(aa we perceive they had already done, from the many 
collateral histories into which he has diverged), and 
he was coming to that period of hia life, which of all 
others it would have been most difficult for him 
accurately to record. He had, indeed, in early life 
often contemplated "writing the history of his own 
mind," and had imagined that it would be the most 
plea^ng and the most profitable task he could engage 
in ; but he probably found it was more agreeable in 
anticipation than in reality, and when once the thread 
was broken, he seems neither to have found time nor 
inclination to resume it. 

He has spoken of his early Westminster acquaint- 
ances, but he has not mentioned the two chief 
friendships he formed there, apparently not having 
come to the time when they had commenced ; these 
were with Mr. C. W. W. Wynn, and Mr. Grosvenor 
Charles Bedford (late of the Exchequer), with whom 
he seems at school to have been on terms of the 
closest intimacy, and who continued through life 
among his most valuable friends. That even long 
prior to his going to Westminster, he had found 
his chief pleasure in his pen, and that he had both 
read and written largely, he haa himself recorded^ 
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and he has also mentioned his having made an un- 
Buccesaful attempt to obt»n admiBdion for one of 
hia youthful compositions in a Westminster Maga- 
zine called " The Trifler," wluch appears to have had 
only a brief existence. It waa not long, however, 
before he found an opportunity of making his first 
essay in print, which proved not a little unfortunate 
in ita results. Having attained the upper classes of 
the school, in conjunction with several of his more 
particular friends, he set on foot a periodical entitled 
" The Flagellant," which reached only nine numbers, 
when a sarcastic attack upon corporal punishment, 
OS then inflicted, it seems, somewhat unsparingly at 
Westminster, roused the vrrath of Dr. Vincent, the 
head master, who immediately commenced a prosecu- 
tion for libel against the publisher. 

This seems to have been a harsh and extraordinaiy 
proceeding; for the master's authority, judiciously 
exercbed, might surely have controlled or stopped the 
publication ; neither was there any thing in the paper 
itself which ought to have made a wise man angry ; 
like most of the others, it is merely a schoolboy's 
imitation of a paper in the Spectator or Hambler. 
A letter of complaint from an unfortunate victim to 
the rod is supposed to have been called forth by the 
previous numbers, and the writer now comments on 
this, and enters into a dissertation on Hedging with 
various quotations, ascribing its invention to the 
author of all eviL The signature was a feigned one ; 
but my father immediately acknowledged himself the 
writer, and reluctantly apologised. The Doctor's 

VOL. I. M 
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wrath, however, was not to be appeased, and lie was 
compelled to leave the schooL 

Having quitted WeBlminster under these untoward 
(MTCumstances early in the spring of the year 1 7 92, he 
remfuned until the close of it as usual with his aunt, 
Miss Tyler, in the College Green, Bristol ; and there, 
partly from want of regular employment and society, 
partly from his naturally excitable disposition, we 
find him in every imaginable mood of mind; now 
^ving way to fits of despondency, revolving first one 
scheme of future life and then another, and again 
brightening up under the infiuence of a buoyant and 
happy temper, continually writing verses, and eager 
agiun to come before the public as an author, despite 
the unfortunate issue of his first attempt. 

" The Flagellant is gone," he writes at this time to 
his schoolfellow and coadjutor in that luckless under- 
taking, Mr. Grosvenor Bedford ; " still, however, I 
think that our joint productions may acquire some 
credit. The sooner we have a volume published the 
better; 'The Medley,' 'The Hodge Podge,' 'The 
What-do-you-call-it,' or, to retwn our old plan, ' Mo- 
nastic Lucubrations;' any of these, or any better 
you may propose, will do. Shall we dedicate to 
Envy, Hatred, and Malice, and all Uncharitableness? 
Powerful arbitrators of the minds of men, who have 
already honoured us with your marked attention, ye 
who can convert innocence into treason, and, shielded 
by the arm of power, remain secure, &c. &c. &C ; 
or shall we dedicate it to the doctor, or to the devil, 
or to the king, or to ourselves?— -Gentlemen, to you 
in whose breasts neither envy nor malice can find a 
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place, who will not be biassed by the clamours of 
popular prejudice, nor etoop to the authority of 
ignorance and power, &c. &c. 

" I see no reason why we should not publish pretty 
Boon ; it will be at least four months before we can 
prepare it for the press, and, surely, by that time we 
may venture agtun upon the world. 

" We hsTB ventured. 

Like linle wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
These last nine numbers in a sea of gkny. 
Bat far above our depth ; the high Uown bobble 
At length bunt under ne, and now haa left n» 
(Yet smarting from the rod of persecution 
Tbougb jet unwearied) to the merciless rage 
Of the mde sea that swallowed Number Five." 

These boyish schemes, however, were not to be 
carried into effect; and "the wreck of his father's 
affiirs," to which he has alluded in the Auto- 
biography, taking place at this time, he was occupied 
for a while by some of the more painful realities of 
life. " Since my last," he writes again to Mr. Bed- 
ford, " I have been continually going backwards and 
forwards upon buainesa, which would not allow me 
to fix sufficient attention upon anything else. It is 
now over. I have time to look about me; I hope 
with fairer prospects for the future. One of my 
journeys was to my father's brother at Taunton, to 
request him to assist my father to recover that situ- 
ation into which the treachery of bis relations and 
injustice of his friends had thrown him. I had never 
seen this uncle, and you may guess how unpleasant 
so humiliating an errand must prove to so proud a 
spirit. He was absent : I left a letter, and two days 
ago received an answer and a refusal. Fortunately 
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my aunt had prevented the necessity ; bat her good- 
ness doea not extenuate hia unnatural parsimony. 
He is single, and possessed of property to the amount 
of 100,000?., -without a child to provide for : that 
part of his fortune which he inherited must one day 
be mine ; it will, I hope, enable me to despise the 
vrorld and live independent."* 

But his father's health was now completely broken 
by his miafbrtunea ; he sank rapidly ; and my father 
having gone up to matriculate at Oxford, was only 
recalled in time to follow him to the grave. 

It had been intended that he should enter at 
Christ Church, and his name had been put down 
there for some time ; but the dean (Cyril Jackson), 
having heard of the aflair of the Flagellant, refused 
to admit bim, doubtless supposing he would prove a 
troublesome and disaffected undergraduate, and little 
dreaming the time would come when the Univeraity 
would be proud to beatow on him her highest 
honours. 

Having been rejected at Christ Church he en- 
tered at Balliol College f , and returned to his home 
at Miss Tyler's, to remain there till the time when 
hia residence at Oxford should commence. The fol- 
lowing letter will illuatrate sufficiently hb character at 
thb period. 

• Oct. 21. 1793. 

t The foilowiDg is extracUd from the Rerast«r of Admissions at 
Balliol College:— 

" Termino Michaelis, 1792. Nov. 3. 
Bobertiis Southcy Filius natu maidmus Robert! SoiUbe; 
Otmerod de CivitUe Bristol ; Admissus est 
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To Groavenor C. Bedford, Esq, 
(With a rude sketch of a church.) 

"Nov. 20. 1792. 
" My dear Bedford, 

I doubt not but you ivill be aurprised at my 
Beni^Dg a church neither remarkable for beauty of 
deaign or neatness of execution. Waiving, however, 
all apolc^es for either, if you are disposed at some 
future time to viwt the ' Verdant House ' of your 
friend when he shall be at supper, — • not when he 
eata, but when he is eaten,' — you will find it on the 
other side of this identical church. The very covei'ing 
of the vault affords as stiikiDg an emblem of mor- 
tality as would even the mouldering tenant of the 
tomb* Yesterday, I know not from what strange 
humour, I visited it for the second time in my life ; 
the former occauon was mournful, and no earthly 
con^deration shall ever draw me there upon a like. 
My pilgrimage yesterday was merely the result of a 
meditating moment when philosophy had flattered 
itself into apathy. I am really astonished when I 
reflect upon the indifference with which I so mi- 
nutely surveyed the heaving turf, which inclosed 
within its cold bosom ancestors upon whom fortune 
bestowed rather more of her smiles than she has 
done npon their decendanta, — men who, content with 
an independent patrimony, lay hid from the world 
too obscure to be noticed by it, too elevated to fear 
its insult. Those daya are past. Three Edward Hilb 
there sleep for ever. I send the epitaph which, at 
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present, is inscribed upon one of the cankered oAea : 
perhaps the production of some one of my forefathers, 
who possessed more piety than poetry : — 

' rarwd! this world 
With all lis Vanity i 
We hope, throngli Chriat, 
To liTe etemallj.' 

" You have the exact orthography, and the inscrip- 
tion will probahly cover the remains of one who has 
written so much for others, and must be content with 
so humble an epitaph himself, linless you will furnish 
him with one more characteristical. 

*' Were you to walk over the village ( Ashton) witli 
me, you would, like me, be tempted to repine that I 
have no earthly mansion here, — it is the most enchant- 
ing spot that nature can produce. My rambles would 
be much more frequent, were it not for certain reflec- 
tions, not altogether of a pleasant nature, which 
always recur. I cannot wander like a stranger over 
lands which once were my forefathers', nor pass those 
doors which are now no more open, without feeling 
emotions altogether inconsistent with pleasure and 
irreconcileable with the indifference of philosophy. 

" What is there, Bedford, contained in that word of 
Buch mighty virtue ? it has been sounded in the ear 
of common sense till it ia deafened and overpowered 
with the clamour. Artifice and vaoity have reared 
up the pageant, science has adorned it, and the mul- 
titude have beheld at a ^stance and adored; it is 
applied indiscriminately to vice and virtue, to the 
exalted ideas of Socrates, the metaphysical charms of 
Plato, the fn^d maxims of Aristotle, the unfeel- 
ing dictates of the Stoics, and the disciples of the 
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defamed Epicurus. Koueseau was called a philoso- 
pher whilst he possessed seosibility the most poignant. 
Yoltture was dignified with the name when he de- 
served the blackest stigma from every man of prin- 
ciple. Whence all this seeming absurdity F or why 
should reason be dazzled by the name when she can- 
not but perceive its imbecility ? 

" So far I wrote last night ; upon running it over, 
I think you will fancy you have a rhapsody for the 
Flagellant instead of a letter; and really, had I con- 
tinued it in the same mood, it would have been little 
different. If I had any knowledge of drawing, I 
would send you eome of the most pleasing views you 
can conceive, whether rural, melancholy, pleasing, or 
grand. At some future period I hope to show you 
the place, and you will then judge whether I have 

praiaed it too lavishly In the course of next 

summer the Duke of Portland will be installed at 
Oxford : the spectacle is only inferior to a coronation. 
I have rooms there, and am glad of the opportunity 
to oflFer them to you. We are permitted to have 
men in college upon the occasion : the whole univer- 
sity makes up the proces^on. It will be worth 
seeing, as perhaps coronations, like the secular 
games, will soon be as a tale that is told. 

" Within this half hour I have received a letter from 
my uncle at Lisbon, chiefly upon a subject which I 
have been much employed upon since March 1. I 
will show it you when we meet. It is such as I ex- 
pected from one who has been to me more than a 
parent : without asperity, without reproaches. .... 
To-morrow I answer it, and, as he has desired, send 
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him the Flagellant. I then hope to drop the eubject 
for ever in this world; in the next all hearts are 
open, and no man's intentions ore hid. 

" I can now tell you one of the uses of philosophy ; 
it teaches us to search for applause from within, and 
to despise the flattery and the abase of the world 
alike ; to attend only to an inward monitor ; to be 
superior to fortune : why, then, is the name so pros- 
tituted? Do ^Te me a lecture upon philosophy, 
and teach me how to become a philosopher. The 
title is pretty, and surely the philosophic S. would 
sound as well as the philosophic Hume or the philo- 
sopher of Femey, Would it not be as truly applied ? 
I am loth to part with mj poor Flngellants ; they 
have cost me very dear, and perhaps I ahall never 
see them more.* One copy ought to be preserved, in 
order to contradict the inventions of future maliee. 
Are you not ashamed of your idleness ? 

K. SOUTHET." 

" P. S. If I can one day have the honour of writing 
after my name Fellow of Balllol College, that will be 
the extent of ray preferment. Sometimes I am tempted 
to think that I was sent into this world for a difierent 
employment; but, as the play says, beware of the 
beast that has three legs. Now, Bedford, as you 
might long puzzle to discover the genus of the beast, 
know that his gra^ is always mortal, that — in short 

* This proved to be the case : — he never Eaw the latter nuTDbcfi of 
the Ftagellant again. Mr. HUl prescrred the copj which had been 
Bent to hJTTi , bat in after jears kept it cnrefiillj Itoid mf father's know- 
ledge, thinking he would destroy it This copj is non before me, 
Mtt is, perhaps, the onlj or - ' 
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(here fullows a sketch). But, as that drawing ivants 
explanation as much, if not more, than the description, 
know it ie — the gallows. 

" About the 17th of January I begin my readence 
at Oxford, where the prime of my life is to pass io 
acquiring knowledge ; which, when I begin to have 
some ideas of, it will be cut short by the Doctor, 
who levels all ranks and degrees. Is it not rather 
di^raceful, at the moment when Europe is on fire 
with freedom — when man and monarch are con- 
tending — to sit and study Euclid or Hugo Grotius ? 
As Pindar says, a good button-maker is spoilt in 
making a king ; what will be spoilt when I am made 
a fellow of BalliolP That question I cannot resolve. 
I can only say I have spoilt a sheet of paper, and you 
fif^n minutes in reading it. 

" N.B. If you do not soon answer it, you will 
spoil my temper." 

My father went up to reside at Balllol in January, 
1793, being at this time ill suited to a college life 
both by his feelings and opinions. " My prepoasea- 
sions," he writes, "are not very favourable; I expect 
to meet with pedantry, prejudice, and aristocracy, 
from all which good Lord deliver poor Robert 
Soutbey." * And almost immediately on his arrival : 
— "Behold me, my friend, entered under tho ban- 
ners of science or stupidity, — which you please, — 
and, like a recruit got sober, looking to the days that 
are past, and feeling something like regret. Would 

■ To Orovrenor C. Bedford, D«c. 1792. 
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yoQ think it possible that the wise founders of aa 
English university should forbid us to wear boots I* 
What matters it whether I study in ehoeB or boots ? to 
me it is matter of indifierence ; but folly so ridiculous 
puts me out of conc«it with the whole. When the 
foundation is bad, the fabric must be weak. None 
of my friends are yet arrived, and as for common 
acquEuntance I do not wish for them. Solitude I do 
not dislike, for I fear it not ; but there is a certain 
demon called Heflection that accompanies it, whose 
arrows, though they rankle not with the poison of 
guilt, are yet pointed by melancholy. I feel myself 
entered upon a new scene of life, and, whatever the 
generalityof Oxonians conceive, it appears to meavery 
serious one. Four years hence I am to be called into 
orders, and during that time (short for the attainment 
of the requisite knowledge) how much have I to 
leam I I must learn to break a rebellious spirit, 
which neither authority nor oppression could ever 
bow ; it would be easier to break my neck. I must 
leam to work a problem instead of writing an ode. 
I must learn to pay respect to men remarkable only 
for great wigs and little wisdom. "f 

He was indeed but little disposed to pay much 
deference either to the discipline or the etiquette of 
the College. It was usual for all the members to have 
their hair regularly dressed and powdered according 
to the prevailing fashion, and the College barber 
WMted upon the "freshmen" as a matter of course. 

• This law belorge to BaUiol College, and ia still, or was veiy lately, 
t To Grosvenor C. Bedfbtd, Esq., Jan. 16. 1793. 
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My father, however, peremptorily refused to put 
himself under his hands; and I well remember his 
speaking of the astonishment depicted in the man's 
face, and of his earnest remonstrances, on .the impro- 
priety he was going to commit in entering the dining 
hall with his long hmr*, which curled beautifully, in 
its primitive stdte. A little surprise was manifested 
at first, but the example was quickly followed by 
others. 

It does n 
reading he 
one of his o 
perfect "Sell 
ont his life ; 
is abundant i 
of the Greek 

His letters 
exercises in 
dustry, and a 
with heathen 
They are written often in a style of inflated de- 
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drink tea with me every moment, I liave not pstieoco 
to wut without emploTmcnt, aod know of none more 
agreeable than that of writing to you. My Mentor, 
wlule he prohibits my writing, must nevertheless 
allow an exception in your favour; and believe me I 
look upon it as one great proof of my own reformation, 
or whatever title you may please to give, when I can 
pass a whole week without composing one word. Over 
the pages of the philosophic Tacitus the hours of 
study pass as rapidly as even those which are devoted 
to my friends, and I have not found as yet one hour 
which I could wish to have employed otherwise: this 
is saying very much in praise of a collegiate life; but 
remember that a mind disposed to be bappy will find 
happiness everywhere; and why we should not be 
happy is beyond my philosophy to account for. 
Heraclitus certiunly was a fool, and, what is much 
more rare, an unhappy one. I never yet met with 
any fool who was not pleased with the idea of hia 
own sense ; but for your whimpering sages, let senti- 
ment say what it will, they are men possessed with 
more envy than wisdom." 

To G. a Bedford, Esq. 

" SalnrdBf, Feb. IS., 5 in the monung; 

" Now, Bedford, this is more than you would do for 
me, — quit your hed after only five hours' rest, light a 
fire, and then write a letter ; really I think it would 
not have tempted me to rise unless assisted by other 
inducements. To-day I am going to walk to Abing- 
don with three men of this college ; and having made 
the pious resolution (your good health in a ^ass of 
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red negus) of rising every morning at five to study, 
that the rest of the day may be at my own disposal, I 
procured an alarum clock and a tinder-box This 
morning waa the first. I rose, called up a neigh- 
bour, and read about three hundred lines of Homer, 
when I found myself hungry ; the bread and cheese 
were called in as auxiliaries, and I made some negus : 
a^ 1 spiced it my eye glanced over the board, and 
the assemblage seemed so curious that I laid all aside 
for your letter, — a lexicon. Homer, inkstand, candles, 
snufFera, wine, bread and cheese, nutmeg grater, and 
hour-glass. But I have given up time enough to my 
letter, the glass runs fast, and for once the expression 
is not merely figurative. 

" How rapidly does Time hasten on when his wings 
are not clogged by melancholy I Perhaps no human 
being ever more forcibly experienced this than my- 
aelf ; often have I counted the hours with impatience 
when, tired of reflection and all her unpleasant train, 
I wished to forget myself in sleep. Kow I allow but 
six hours to my bed, and every morning before the 
watchman rises, my fire is kindled and mj bed cold: 
this is practical philosophy — but every thing is valued 
by comparison, and when compared with my n^^i- 
bour, I am no philosopher. Two years ago Seward 
drank wine, and eat butter and sugar ; now, merely 
Irom the resolution of abrid^ng the luxuries of life, 
water is his only drink, tea and dry bread his only 
breekfiist. In one who professed philosophy this would 
be only practising its tenets, but it is quite difierent 
with Seward. To the most odd and uncommon np- 
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pesrance he adds mimiiers, wUch, oe one gets accus- 
tomed to them are the moBt pleasing. At the age of 
fourteen he began learning, and the really useful 
knowledge he poaseBsea must be iraputed to a mind 
really desirous of improTement. * Do jou not find 
your attention flag?' I said to him as he was study- 
ing Hutchinson's Moral Philosophy in Latin. ' If 
our tutors would but make our studies interesting wo 
should pursue them with pleasure.' ' Certiunly we 
should,' he replied ; ' but I feel a pleasure in study- 
ing them because I know it is my duty.' This I 
take to be true philosophy, of that species which 
tends to make mankind happy, because it first makes 
them good. "We had verses here upon the 30th of 
January to the memory of Charles the Martyr, It 
is a little extraordinary that you should quote those 
very lines to poor Louis which I prefixed to my ode : 
* His virtues plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, 
i^^nst the deep damnation of his taking off.' .... 
Morose austerity and stem enthusiasm are the cha- 
racteristics of superstition ; but what is in reality more 
cheerful or happy than Beligion ? I have in my own 
knowledge more than one instance of this, and doubt 
not you have likewise. Ought not, therefore, that 
wretch who styles himself a philosopher to be shunned 
like pestilence, who, because Christianity has to him 
no aUurement, seeks to deprive the miserable of their 
only remaining consolation? .... I keep a dtuly jour- 
nal for myself, as an account of time which I ought to 
be strict in ; but this b^ng only destined for my own 
eye, is uninteresting and unimportant. Boswell might 
compile a few quartos from the loose memorandums, 
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but they would tire the world more than he has 
already done. Twenty years hence this journal will 
be either a source of pleasure or of regret ; that is, if 
I live twenty years, and for life I have really a very 
etrong predilection ; not from Sbakspeare'a fearfully 
beautiful passage: — 'Aye, but to die and go we 
know not whither,' but from the hope that my life 
may be serviceable to my family, and happy to my- 
self; if it be the longer hfe the better, existence will 
be delightful, and anticipation glorious. The idea of 
meeting a different fate in another world is enough to 
overthrow every Atheistical doctrine. The very 
dreadful trials under which virtue so often labours 
must surely be only trials ; patience wOI withstand 
the pressure, and faith will lead to hope. BelJgion 
soothes every wound and makes the bed of death a 
couch of felicity. Make the contrast yourself: look 
at the warrior, the hypocrite, and the libertine, in 
their lost moments, and reflection must strengthen 
every virtuous resolution. May I, however, practise 
what I preach. Let me have 200/. a year and the 
comforts of domestic life, and my ambition aspires 
not further. 

Most sincerely yours, 

Egbert Sodthet." 



To G. C. Bedford, Esq. 

"March IS. 1793. 
" I am now sitting without fire in a cold day, wait- 
ing for "Wynn to go upon the Isis, ' wlver-slippered 
queen,' as Warton calls her; the epithet may be 
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classical, but it certainly is ridicnloua. Of all poeti- 
cal figures the prosopopoeia U that most Ukelj to be 
adopted hy a savage natioDi and which adds most 
ornament, but not to composition ; but in the name of 
common sense, what appropriate idea does ' silver- 
slippered 'convey? Homer's X/jwroire&Xo** probably 
alludes to some well-known statue so habited. Na- 
ture b a much better guide than antiquity. 

" Wedneadaj. 
" On the water I went yesterday, in a little skiiF, 
which the least deviation from the balance would 
overset. To mani^ two oars and yet unable to handle 
one If My first setting off was curious. I did not 
step exactly in the middle, the boat tilted up, and a 
large barge from which I embarked alone saved me 
from a good ducking ; my arm, however, got com- 
pletely wet. I tugged at the oar very much like a 
bear in a boat ; or, if you can conceive any thing more 
awkward, liken me to it, and you will have a better 
simile. .... When I walk over these streets what 
various recollections throng upon me, what scenes 
fancy delineates from the hour when Alfred first 
marked it as the seat of learning I Bacon's study is 
demolished, so I shall never have the honour of being 
killed by its fall; before my window Latimer and 
Kidley were burnt, and there is not even a stone to 
mark the place where a monument should be erected 



* " 'Apyvpittiai " irould have been neaier the mark. WiirtoD vat 
imitating Milton, who uees the tenn " tinsel-slippered." 
■f Mj&ther used to a^ he teamed tiro things onl7 at Oxford, — to 
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to reli^ous liberty. .... I have walked over the 
nuns of Godstow Nunnery with sensations such as the 
site of Troy or Carthage would inspire ; a spot so 
famed by our minstrels, so celebrated by tradition, 
and so memorable in the annala of legendary^ yet 
romantic truth. Poor Rosamond! some unskilful 
impostor has panted an epitaph upon the chapel wall, 
evidently within this century; the precise spot 
where she lies is forgotten, and the traces are still 
visible of a subterranean passage — perhaps the scene 
of many a deed of darkness ; but we should suppose 
the best: — surely amongst the tribe who were se- 
cluded from the world, there may have been some 
whose motives were good among so many victims of 
compulsion and injustice. Do you recollect Richard- 
son's plan for Protestant nunneries?* To monastic 
foundations I have little attachment ; but were the 
Colleges ever to be reformed {and reformation will not 
come before it ia wanted), I would have a little more 
of the discipline kept up. Temperance is much 
wanted ; the waters of Helicon are far too much pol- 
luted by the wine of Bacchus ever to produce any effect. 
"With respect to its superiors, Oxford only exhibits 
waste of wigs and want of wisdom ; with respect to 
undergraduates, every species of abandoned excess. 

* " ConaideriDg the condition of single women in the middle 
classes, it ia not speaking too etronglj to assert that the establish- 
ment of Prot«staDt nnnneriea upon a wide plan, and liberal scale, 
wonld be the greatest beneSt that could possibly be conferred upon 



le are being re-established in tbis, ore connected with the wqtA 

ions of popeiy, being only nmsirics r' '■'— — ' -' 

miiety." — SouA^t CoBoquiea, toL I p. 338. 
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As for me, I regard myself too much to run into the 
vices so common and bo deatnictive. I have not yet 
been drunk, nor mean to be bo. What use can be 
made of a collegiate life I wish to make ; but in the 
nudst of all, when I look back to BousBeau, and com- 
pare myself either with his Emilias or the real pupil 
of Madame Bnilenck, I feel ashamed and humbled 
at the comparison. Never shall child of mine enter 
a public school or a univer^ty. Perhape I may not 
be able so well to instmct him in logic or languages, 
but I can at least preeerve him from vice. 
Yours sincerely, 

ROBBET SOUTHET." 

jTo Charles Collins, Esq. 
" Ledbtuy, Hereforclshiie ; Easter Snndaj, 1T£I3. 
" Had I, my dear Collins, the pen of Bousseau, I 
would attempt to describe the various scenes which 
have presented themselves to me, and the f«riou3 
emotions occasioned by them. On Wednesday morn- 
ing, about eight o'clock, we sallied forth. My travel- 
ling equipage consisted of my diary, writing-book, 
pen, ink, silk handkerchief, and Milton's Defence. 
We reached Woodstock to breakfast, where I was 
delighted with reading the N^ottingham address for 
peace. Perhaps you will call it stupidity which made 
me pass the very walls of Blenheim, without turning 
from the road to behold the ducal palace : perhaps 
it was so ; but it was the stupidity of a democratic 
philosopher who had appointed a day in summer for 
the purpose. . . . > Evesham Abbey detained me 
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eome time : it was here where Edward defeated and 
slew Simon de Montfort. Often did I wish for your 
penral, for never did I behold so beautiful a pile of 
ruins. I have seen the Abbeys of Battle and Malms- 
buTy, but thia is a complete specimen of the simple 
Gothic : a tower, quite complete, fronts the church, 
whose loofid dropping down, and admits through the 
chasm the streaming light,— the high pointed window 
frames, where the high grass waves to the lonely 
breeze, — and that beautiful moss, which at once orna- 
ments and carpets the monastic pile, rapt me to other 
years. I recalled the savage sons of superstition, I 
heard the deep toned mass, and the chaunted prayer 
for those that fell in fight ; but fancy soon recurred 
to a more enchanting scene, — ' The Blind Beggar of 
Bethnal (xreen and his Daughter' : you know how 
intimately connected with this now mouldering scene 
that ballad is. Over this abbey I could detain you, 
Collins, for ever, — so many, so varioua, are the reve- 
ries it caused. We reached Worcester to dinner the 

second day Here we ataid three days ; and I 

rode with Mr. Severn to Kidderminster, with intent 

to breakfast at , but all the family were out. 

We returned by Bewdley; there is an old mansion, 
once Lord Herbert's, now mouldering away, in so 
romantic a situation, that I soon lost myself in 
dreams of days of yore, — the tapestried room — 
the listed fight — the vassal-filled hall — the hos- 
pitable fire — the old baron and his young daughter ; 
— these formed a most delightful day-dream. How 
horrid it is to wake into common life from these 
i^nes I at a moment when you are transported to 
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happier times to descend to realities l Could these 
visiona last for ever 1 Yesterday we walked twenty- 
five miles over Malvern Hills to Liedbury, to Se- 
wanl'a brothers ; here I am before breakfast, and 
how soon to be interrupted 1 know nDt. Believo 
me, I shall return reluctantly to Oxford; these 
last ten days seem like years to look back — so 
Crowded with different pictures. .... This peri- 
p.itetic philosophy pleases me more and more ; the 
twenty-six miles I walked yesterday neither fatigued 
Jne then nor now. Who, in the name of common sense, 
would travel stewed in a leathern box when they 
have legs, and those none of the shortest, fit for use? 
What scene can be more calculated to expand the 
soul than the sight of nature. In all her loveliest 
works? We must walk over Scotland; it will be 
an adventure to delight ua all the remainder of our 
lives : we will wander over the hills of Morven, and 
mark the driving blast, perchance bestrodden by the 
spirit of Ossian." 

On his return to Balliol he writes to another 
friend thus characteristioally, affording a curious pic- 
ture of his own mind at this time. 

" My dear Grosvenor, "April 1. 1793. 

" My philosophy, which has so long been of a 
kind peculiar to myself — ndther of the school of 
PUto, Aristotle, Westminster, or the Miller — is at 
length settled: I am bec<mie a peripatetic philo- 
sopher. Far, however, from adopting the tenets of 
any self-sufficient cynic or puzzling sophist, my sen- 
timents will be found more enlivened by the brilliant 
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colours of fancy, natuie, and Kousseau than the 
positive dogmas of the Stagyrlte, or the metaphysical 
refinemeote of \m aQtagomst. I aspire not to the 
honorary titles of subtle disputant or divine doctor, 
I wish to found no school, to drive no scholars mad : 
ideas rise up with the scenes I view; some pass 
away with the momentary glance, some are engraved 
upon the tablet of memory, and some impressed upon 
the heart You have told me what philosophy is 
not, and I can give you a little more information 
upon the subject. It is not reading Johannes Se- 
cundus because he may have some poetical lines; it 
is not vrearing the hair undressed, in opposition to 
custom perhaps (this I feel the severity of, and blusli 
for) ; it is not rejecting Lucan lest he should vitiate 
the taste, and reading without fear what may corrupt 
the heart; it is not clapt on with a wig, or commu- 
nicated by the fashionable hand of the barber. It had 
nothing to do with Watson when he burnt his books ; 
it does not sit upon a woolsack; honour cannot 
bestow it, persecution cannot take it away. It il- 
lumined the piTson of Socrates, but fled the triumph 
of Octavius : it shrank from the savage murderer, 
Constantme ; it dignified the tent of Julian. It has 
no particular love for colleges ; in crowds it is alone, 
in solitude most engaged ; it renders life agreeable, 
and death enviable. ... I have lately read the 
' Man of Feeling ; ' if you have never yet read it, 
do now from my recommendation ; few works have 
ever pleased me so painfully or so much. It is very 
strange that man should be delighted with the highest 
pain that can be produced. I even begin to think 
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that both ptun and pleasure exist only in idea. But 
this must not be affirmed ; the first twinge of tfie 
toothache, or retrospective glance, will undeceive me 
with a vengeance. 

" Purity of mind is something like snow, beat in 
the shade. Cribraltar is on a rock, but it would be 
imprudent to defy her enemies, and call them to the 
charge. My heart is equally easy of impression with 
Bouseeau, and peihaps more tenacious of it. Refine- 
ment I adore, but to me the highest delicacy appears 
BO intimately connected with it, that the union is like 
body and soul." 

And again, a few weeks afterwards, he says, in 
reference to some observations which had been made 
as to his not sufficiently cultivating bis abilities : 
*'Wynn accuaea meof want of ambitiou; the accusa- 
tion gave me great pleasure. He wants me to wish 
distinction, and to seek it. I want it not, I wish it 
not. The abilities which nature gave me, which 
fashion has not cramped, and which vanity often 
magnifies, are never n^lected. I will cultivate 
them with diligence, but only for my friends ; if I 
can bring myself sometimes to their remembrance, I 
have attiuned the ne plus ultra of my ambition."* 

The early part of the long vacation was spent in 
an excursion into Herefordshire to visit a college 
friend. " Like the Wandering Jew," he writes from 
thence, " you see I am here and there, and every 
where ; now tramping it to Worcester, now peripa- 
tcticating it to Cambridge, and now an equeshian in 

• To Q. C. Bedford, M«r e. 1793, 
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the land of cyder, — trnvemiig the shoreB of the Wye, 
and riding liatlesely over the spot where Ariconium 
atood, waking above the duaty tomba of my pro- 
genitors in the cathedral."" 

In the following month (August) he went to 
vbit hie old schoolfellow and constant correspondent, 
Mr. Groavenor Bedford, who then resided with his 
parent at Brixton Causeway, four miles on the 
Surrey side of the metropolis ; aud there, the day 
after completing his nineteenth year, he resumed, 
and, iu six weeks, completed, his poem of Joan of 
Arc, the subject of which had been previously sug- 
gested to him in conversation with Mr. Bedford, and 
of which he had then written above three hundred 
lines. In one of the prefaces to the collected edition 
of his poems, he says, " My progress would not 
have been so rapid had it not been for the oppor- 
tunity of retirement which I enjoyed there, and the 
encouragement I received. Tranquil, indeed, the 
place was, for the neighbourhood did not e:itend 
beyond half a dozen families, and the London style 
and habits of life had not obtained among them. 
Uncle Toby might have enjoyed his rood and a half 
of ground there, and not have had it knowu. A 
forecourt separated the house from the footpath and 
the road in liront ; behind these was a large and well- 
stocked garden, with other spadous premises, in 
which utility and ornament were in some degree 
combined. At the extremity of the garden, and 
under the shade of four lofty Linden trees, was a 

* To Gronenor C. Bedford, Jul; 31, 1793. 
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summer house, looking on an onuuneDted grasa plat, 
and fitted up as a conveniently habitable room. That 
Bunnner-house was allotted to me, and there my 
mornings were passed at the desk." 

Three months were most happily spent here in va- 
rious amusements and occupations, of which writing 
Joan of Arc was the chief: but the poetical bow was 
not always bent ; a war of extermination was carried 
on against the wasps, which abounded in unwonted 
numbers, and which they exercised their skill in 
shooting with horse-pistols loaded with sand, the 
only sort of sporting, I have heard my father say, he 
ever attempted. 

The following amusing letter was written soon 
after this visit. 

To Gro»cenar Charles Bedford, Esq. 

"BriMol, Oct 26. 1793. 

" Never talk to me of obstinacy, for contrary to all 
the dictates of sound sense, long custom, and in- 
clination, I have spoilt a sheet of paper by cutting it 
to the shape of your fancy. Accuse me not of iras- 
cibility, for I wrote to you ten days back, and though 
you have never vouchsafed me an answer, am now 
writing with all the mildness and goodness of a phi- 
losopher. 

" Call me Job, for I am without clothes, expecting 
my b^g^e from day to day ; and much as I fear its 
loss unrepining, owu I am modest in assuming no 
merit for all these good qualities. Know then, most 
indolent of mortals, that my ba^age b not yet ar- 
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rived, tliat I am fearful of ita safety, and jet lesB 
troubled than all tlie rest of the family, who cry out 
loudly upon my puppet-show dress, and desire I will 
write to inquire concerning it. 

" Now I am much inclined to fill this sheet, and that 
with verse, but I will punish myself to torment you : 
you shall have half a prose letter. The CoUege bells 
are dinning the King's proclamation in my ear, the 
linings of my breeches are torn, you are silent, and 
all this makes me talkative and angrily communi- 
cative ; so that had you merited it, you would have 
received such a letter, — so philosophic, poetical, grave, 
erudite, amusing, instructive, elegant, simple, de- 
lightful, simplex munditiis, — in short, to tvyaffoy xai to 
apiorov, TO ^eXruTTOP — such a letter, Grosvenor, full 
of odes, elegiacs, epbtles, monodramas, comodramas, 
tragodramas, all sorts of dramas, though I have not 
tasted spirits to-day. Don't think me drunk, for if I 
am, 'tis with sobriety ; and I certainly feel most se- 
riously disposed to be soberly nonsensical. Now you 
wish I would dispose my folly to a short series ; which 
sentence if you comprehend, you will do more tlian 
I can. You must not be surprised at nonsense, for I 
have been reading the history of philosophy, the ideas 
of Plato, the logic of Aristotle, and the heterogeneous 
dogmas of Pythagoras, Antiethenes, Zeno, Epicurus, 
and Pyrrho, till I have metaphyaicized away all my 
senses, and so you are the better for it. . . . 

" Now good night I Egregious nonsense, execrably 
written, is all you merit. O my clothes ! O Joan !"• 

* Thefint MS.of Joan [^Arc wasinhisbagg^ie. 
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" Sunday morning, 

" Now my friend, -whether it be from the day 
itself, from the dull weather, or from the dream of 
laet night, I know not, but I am a little more eerioua 
than when I l^d down the pen. My baggage makes 
me Tery uneaey : the lose of what is intrinsically worth 
only the price of the paper would be more than ever 
I should find lime, or perhaps ability, to repair; and 
even supposing some rascal should get them and pub- 
lish them, I should be more vexed tban at the utter 
loss. Do write immediately. I direct to you that you 
may have this the sooner. Inform me when you 
receiye it, and with what direction. It is almost a 
fortnight since I lefl Brixton, and I am equipped 
in such old shirts, etockinga, and shoes, as have been 
long cast off, and have lost all this time, in which I 
should have transcribed half of Joan. .... 

"Of the various sects that once adorned the republic 
of Athens, to me that of Epicurus, whilst it mtun- 
tained its original purity, appears most consonant to 
human reason. I am not speaking of his metaphysics 
and atomary system ; they are (as all cosmogonies 
must be) ridiculous ; but of that system of ethics and 
pleasure combined, which he taught in the garden. 
When the philosopherdeclaredthntthe ultimate design 
of life is happiness, and happiness consists in virtue, 
he laid the foundation of a system which might have 
benefited mankind ; his life was the most temperate, 
his manner the most affable, displaying that urbanity 
which cannot fail of attracting esteem. Plotinus, 
s man memorable for corrupting philosophy, was in 
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favour with GaUienus, with whose imperial qualifi- 
catlone you are well acquainted: the enthusiast re- 
quested hiB royal highness would give him a ruined 
mty in Campania, which he might rebuild and people 
with philosophers, governed by the laws of Plato, and 
from whom the city should be called Platonopolis. 
Gallienua, who was himself an elegant scholar, was 
pleased with the plan, but his friends dissuaded him 
from the experiment. The design would certtunly 
have proved impracticable in that dedining and de- 
generate age — most probably in any t^; new 
viuonary enthusiasts would have been continually 
ari^g, fresh sects formed, and each would have been 
divided and subdivided till all was anarchy. Yet I 
cannot help wishing the experiment had been tried ; 
it could not have been productive of evil, and we 
might at this period have received instruction from 
the history of Platonopolis. Under the Antonines or 
under Julian the request would have been granteil ; 
despotism is perhaps a blessing under such men. 
.... I could rhapsodise most delightfully upon 
this subject; plan out my city — her palaces, her 
hovels — all simplex munditils (my favourite quo- 
tation) ; but if you were with me, Southeyopolis 
would soon be divided into two sects; whilst I 
should be governing with Plato (correcting a few 
of Plato's absurdities with some of my own), and 
almost defying Alcaius, Lucan, and Milton, you 
(as visionary as myself) would be dreaming of Uto- 
pian kings possessed of the virtue of the Anto- 
nines, regulated by peers every one of whom should 
be a Falkland, and by a popular assembly where 
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every man should unite the integrity of a Cato, the 
eloquence of a Demosthenes, and the loyalty of a 
Jacobite. 

Tours meet sincerely, 

K.S." 



For some reason which does not appear, he did 
not reside during the following term at BtiUiol, and 
the latter part of the year was consequently passed 
at Bristol at Miss Tyler's. Some extracts from his 
letters will sufficiently illustrate this period. 

" For once in my life I rejoiced that Grosvenor 
Bedford's paper was short, and his letter at the end. 
To suppose that I felt otherwise than grieved and 
indignant at the fate of the unfortunate Queen of 
France was supposing me a bmte, and to request an 
avowal of what I felt implied a suspicion that I did 
not feel. You seemed glad, when arguments against 
the system of republicanism had failed, to grasp at 
the crimes of wretches who call themselves repub- 
licans, and stir up my feelings against my judg< 
ment." " 

To another of his Westminster friends at Christ 
Church he writes: — "Remember me to Wynn. 
... I have much for his perusal; perhaps all my 
writings are owing to my acquaintance with him ; he 
saw the first, and I knew the value of bis praise too 
much to despise it. Wynn will like many parts of 
my Joan, but he will shake his head at the subject, 
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and with propriety, if I had de«gned it for pub- 
lication; but as the amusement of my leisure I 
heeded no laws but those of inclination. He will be 
better pleased to hear I have Waded through the 
task of correcting and expun^ng my literary rub- 
bish. There ia something very vain in thus writing 
of myself, but I know that the regard, which Wynn 
entertains for me, whilst he sees the vffnity, will make 
Mm pleaded with the intelligence," • 

Soon afterwards he ag^n refers to the then all 
engrosebg topic of the day — the French Revolu- 
tion ; the heinous enormities of which were beginning 
a little to disturb his democratic views. " I am sick 
of this worldj and discontented with every one in it. 
The murder of Brissot has completely harrowed up my 
faculties, and I begin to beheve tliat virtue can only 
aspire to content in obscurity ; for happiness is out 
of the question, I look round the world, and every- 
where find the same mournful spectacle — the strong 
2rannising over the weak, man and beast ; the same 
pravity pervades the whole creation ; oppression is 
triumphant everywhere, and the only difference is, 
that it acts in Turkey through the anger of a grand 
seignior, in France of a revolutionary tribunal, and 
in England of s prime minister. There is no place 
for virtue. Seneca was a visionary philosopher; 
even in the deserts of Arabia, the strongest will be 
the happiest^ and the same rule holds good in Europe 
and in Abyssinia. ' Here are yon and I theorising 
upon principles we can never practise, and wasting 

* To Clurles CtJlina, Esq., Bristol, OcL 30. 1793. 



ciq mod t, Google- 



ISO LIFE AND COBBEBFONDEHCE JEtat. 30. 

our time and youth — you in scribbling parclunente, 
and I in epoiling quires with poetry. I am ready 
to quarrel with my friends for not making me a 
carpenter, and with myself for devoting myself to 
pursuits certwnly unimportant, and of no real utility 
either to myself or to othera."" 

In a letter to another friend, Horace Bedford, 
that heavy depression which the objectless nature of 
his life at this time brought upon him, is painfully 
shown. 

*' I read and write till my eyes ache, and still 
find IJme hanging as heavy round my neck as the 
stone round the neck of a drowning dog. . . . Nine- 
teen years have elapsed since I set sail upon the 
ocean of life, in an ill-provided boat; the vessel 
weathered many a storm, and I took every distant 
cloud for land ; still pushing for the Fortunate 
Islands, I discovered that they existed not for me, 
and that, like others wiser and better than myself, I 
must be content to wander about and never gain the 
port — Nineteen yeare I certainly a fourth part of 
my life ; perhaps how great a part ; and yet I have 
been of no aervice to Bociety. Why the clown who 
scares crows for twopence a day is a more useful 
member of society ; he preserves the bread which I 
eat in idleness. .... Yesterday is just one year 
since I entered my name in the Vice Chancellor's 
book. It is a year of which I would wish to forget 
the transactions, could I only remember their efiects ; 



• To QroareiiOT Bedford, Not. II. 1793. 
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my mind haa been very much expanded ; my hopes, 
I trust, extinguished : so adieu to hope and fear, but 
not to folly." • 

Another letter to the same friend of a few days' 
later date, is written in a somewhat brighter mood. 



To Horace Walpoh Bedford^ Esq. 
{WUbrerees.) 
"Ccdl^e Qreen, Bristol, Not. 13. 1793. 
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their subjects you will fiud none so interestiDg as the 
Belf-devoted LeoQidaa. 

Among the modems we know Ariosto, Taoeo, 
Camoena, Volt^re, and our own immortal Spenser ; 
the other Italian authors in this line, and the Spanish 
ones, I know not. Indeed, that period of history upon 
which Glover's epics are founded is the grandest 
ever yet displayed. A constellation of such men 
never honoured mankind at any other time, or at 
least, never were called into the energy of action, 
Leonidas and his immortal band, — ^schylus, 
Themistocles, and Aristides the perfect republican, 
— even the satellites of Xerxes were dignified by 
Artemisia and the injured Spartan, Demaratus. To 
look back into the page of history — to be present 
at Thermopylie, at Salamis, Plata:a — to hear the 
songs of ^schylua and the lessons of Aristides —7 
and then behold what Greece is — how fallen even 
below contempt — is one of the most miserable re- 
Sections the classic mind can endure. What a 
republic I What a province I 

If this world did but cont^n ten thousand people 
of both sexes, visionary as myself, how delightfiiliy 
would we repeople Greece, and turn out the Moslem. 
I would turn crusader and make a pilgrimage to 
Parnassus at the head of my republicans (N.B. only 
lawful head), and there reinstate the Muses in thdr 
original splendour. We would build a temple to 
Eleutherian Jove from the quarries of Paros — re- 
plant the grove of Academus ; aye, and the garden 
of Epicurus, where your brother and I would com- 
mence teachers ; yes, your brother, for if he would 
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not comb out the powder and fling away the 
poultice to embark in such an expedition, he d&- 
servea to be made a German elector or a West India 
planter. Cfaarlea Collins should occupy the chair 
of Plato, and hold forth to the Societas Boientium 
literariorum Studiosorum, (not unaptly styled the 
' Society of knowing ones ') ; and we would actually 

send for to represent Euclid. Now could I 

lay down my whole plan — build my bouse in the 
prettiest Doric style — plant out the garden like 
Wolmer'e, and imagine just such a family to walk in 
it, — when here comes a rascal by crying ' Hare 
skins and rabbit skina,' and my poor house, which was 
built in the air, falls to pieces, and leaves me, like 
most visionary projectors, staring on disappointment. 

. When we meet at Oxford, which 
I hope we shall in January, there are a hundred 
things better communicated in conversation than by 
correspondence. I have no object of pursuit in life 
but to fill the pasdng hour, and fit myself for death ; 
beyond these views I have nothing. To be of 
service to my friends would be serving myself moat 
essentially ; and there are few enterprises, however 
bazardouB and however romantic, in which I would 
not willingly engage. 

" It was the favourite intention of Cowley to retire 
with books to a cottage in America, and seek that 
happiness in solitude which he could not find in 
society. My asylum there would be sought for 
different reasons, (and no prospect in life gives me 
half the pleasure this visionary one affords) ; I should 

VOL. I. o 
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be pleased to reside in a country where men's abilities 
would ensure respect; where society was upon a 
proper footing, and man was considered as more 
valuable than money; and where I could till the 
earth, and provide by honest industry the meat which 
my wife would dress with pleasing care — redeunt 
Bpectacula mane — reason comes with the end of the 
paper. 

Yours most sincerely, 

R. SODTHET." 

To a proposal from Mr. Grosvenor Bedford to 
join with him in some publication, something I sup- 
pose after the manner of the Flagellant, he replies : — 

" Your plan of a general satire I am ready to par- 
take when you please. Pope, Swift, and Atterbury, 
you know, once attempted it, but malevolence in- 
truded into the design, and Martin Scriblerus bore 
too strong a resemblance to Woodward. Swift's 
part is more levelled at follies than at vice ; establish 
the empire of justice, and vice and folly will be 
anmhilated together. Draw out your plan and send 
it me, if you have resolution for so arduous a task, — '■ 
you know mine. 

" I have plans lying by me enough for many years, 
or many lives. Yours, however, I shall be glad to 
engage in ; whether it be the devil or not I know 
not, but my pen delights in lashing vice and folly."* 

The following letters will conclude the year. In 
the latter one we have a curious picture of the mar- 
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velloua industry with -which he must have followed 
hb poetical pursuits. 
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him, I ngftin repeat, is rerj confined : his intended 
bride I look upon as almost a siater, and one should 
know one's brother-in-law. .... 

" What is to become of me at ordination heaven 
only knows ! After keeping the straight path so long 
the Test Act will be a stumbling-block to honesty ; 
BO chance and providence must take care of that, and 
I will fortify myself against chance. The wants of 
man are so very few that they must be attainable 
somewhere, and, whether here or in America, matters 
little ; I have long learnt to look upon the world as 
my country. 

" Now, if you are in the mood for a reverie, fancy 
unly me in America ; imagine my ground uncultivated 
since the creation, and see me wielding the axe, now 
to cut down the tree, and now the snakes that nestled 
in it. Then see me grubbing up the roots, and build- 
L nice snug little dairy with them : three rooms 
in my cottage, and my only companion some poor 
negro whom I have bought on purpose to emancipate. 
After a hard day's toil, see me sleep upon rushes, 
and, in very bad weather, take out my casette and 
write to yon, for you shall positively write to me in 
America. Do not imagine I shall leave rhyming or 
philosophising, so thus your friend will realise the 
romance of Cowley, and even outdo the seclusion of 
Kousseau ; till at last comes an ill-looking Indian 
with a tomahawk, and scalps me, — a moat melancholy 
proof that society is very bad, and that I shall have 
done very little to improve it 1 So vanity, vanity 
will come from my lips, and poor Southey will either 
be cooked for a Cherokee, or oysterised by a tiger. 
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" I have finiahed tranBcribiog Joan, and bound 
her in marble paper with green ribbon, and now am 
about copying all my remaioables to carry to Oxford. 
Thence once more a clear field, and then another 
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cf pnper I have occasioned. Three years yet remalD 
before I can become anyways settled in life, and 
during that interval my object must be to pass each 
hour in employment. The million would aay I must 
study divinity ; the bishops would give me folios to 
peruse, little dreaming that to me every blade of 
gross and everj' atom of matter is worth all the 
Fathers. I can bear a retrospect ; but when I look 
forward to taking orders, a thousand dreadful ideas 
crowd at once upon my mind. Ob, Horace, my 
views in life are surely very bumble; I ask but 
honest independence, and that will never be my 

lot 

" I have many epistolary themes in embryo. Your 
brother's next will probably be upon the advantt^s 
of long noses, and the recent service mine accom- 
plished in time of need ; philosophy and folly take me 
by turns. I spent three hours one night last week 
in cleaving an immense wedge of old oaken timber 
without axe, hatchet, or wedges; the chopper waa 
one instrument, one piece of wood wedged another, 
and a third made the hammer. Shad * liked it as 
well as myself, so we finished the job and fatigued 
ourselves. I amused myself, after writing your 
letter, with taking profiles ; to-day I shall dignify 
niy own and Shad's with pasteboard, marbled border, 
and a bow of green ribbon, to hang up in my collec- 
tion room The more I see of this strange 

world, the more I am convinced that society requires 
desperate remedies. The friends I have (and you 

• A servant of hia aunt's, Miea Tyler, 
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know me to he cautious ia choosing them), are 
many of them Btniggliog with obstacles, which never 
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CHAFfEE n. 



upB. — riBST jLcovaiktadcb with 

TISOCBACT. — qcABBEI, WITH MISS TILBR. — I.BTTEB TO 
THOUAS BOOTHET. — A.D. 1794. 

So passed the close of 1793. At the latter eod of 
the following January my father was again in re- 
sidence at Balliol ; before, however, we come to the 
events of the year, it is necessary to make a few pre- 
liminary remarks. 

The expenses of my &thers education, both at 
school and college, had been defrayed by his uncle, 
the Kev. Herbert Hill, at that time chaplain to the 
British Factory at Lisbon, whom he so touchingly 
addressee in the Dedication to the " Colloquies:" — 

" O friend I O more Ituta fotber t vrhom I toani 
Forbearing alnajg. always kind ; to whom 
No gradiude can speak the debt I owe." 

And the kindness with which this was done had 
been the more perfectly judicious, as, although it 
had been both wished and hoped that my father 
would take holy orders, his uncle had never even 
hinted to him that he was educating him with that 
■\iew. Other friends, however, had not shown the 
same judgment, and he had up to this time con- 
sidered himself as "destined for the church" — a 
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prospect to which he had never reconciled himeelfr. 
and which now began to weigh heavily upon him. 

It is not to be concealed or denied, that the state 
of my father's mind with respect to reli^on, and more 
especially with respect to the doctrines of the Church 
of England, was very different in very early hfe fram 
the opiniona and feelings which he held in the ma- 
turity of his later years. Neither is this much to be 
wondered at, whenweremembertheeort of "bringing 
up" he had received, the state of society at that 
time, aud the peculiar constitution of his own mind. 
His aunt, Miss Tyler, although possessing many 
good qualiUes, could hardly be said to have been a 
religiously-minded person. He had been removed 
from one school to another, undet^oing "many of 
those sad changes through which a gentle spirit has 
to pass in this uneasy and disordered world;"* and 
he has said himself, doubtless from his own ex- 
perience, that such schools are "unfavourable to 
devotional feelings, and destructive to devotional 
habits i that nothing, which is not intentionally pro- 
fane, can be more irreligious tliau the forms of worship 
which are observed there ; and that at no time has a 
schoolboy's life afforded any encouragement, any in- 
ducement, or any opportunity for devotion. "f It 
must also be borne in mind that the aspect of the 
Church in this country at that time, as it presented 
itself to those who did not look below the surface, 
was very different from that which it now presents. 
A cloud, as it were, hung over it ; if it had not our 

* liAof Cawper,ToL Lp.6 'f Ibid. p. IS. 
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unhappy divisions) it hod Dot also the spur to ex- 
ertion, and the sort of spiritual freshness, which the 
storms of those diseensions have infused into it — good 
coming out of evil, as it so often does in thtj course 
of God's providence. 

It is not BO strange, therefore, that he ^ould have 
entertiuned an invincible repugnance to taking Holy 
orders. Eathnsiastic and visionary in the extreme, im- 
bued strongly with those political views* whidi rarely 
ful to produce lax and dangerous views in religion, 
oa his uncle quietly observes in one of his letters to 
him — "I knew what your politics were, and there- 
fore had reason to suspect what your religion might 
be ; " viewing the Church only as she i^peared in the 
lives and preaching of many of her unworthy, many 
of her cold and indolent ministers ; never directed to 
those studies which would probably have 8<dved his 
doubts, and settled his opinions ; and unfortified by 
an acqudntance with " that portion of the Church's 
history, the knowledge of which," as he himself says, 
" if early inculcated, might arm the young heart 
Dguinst the pestilent errors of these distempered 
times;"!— it is little to be wondered at if he fell into 
some of these errors. 

Hia opinions at this time were somewhat unsettled, 
although they soon took the form of Unitarianism, 

* Tn the following pawage, wriOeD *ith reference to ibe times of 
Charles L, mj bther baa evidently in view the duieee of his own early 
republican bias : — " And, at the same time, many of the higher 
classes bod imbibed from their claaeical studiee prejudices in favour of 
apopolar government, which were as congenial to the generous temper 



enced youth, as they are inconsistent with sound knowledge 
and mature judgment." — Book of die Ckurch, voL ii. p. 356. 
t Book of the Church ; Preface, p. 1. 
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from which point they Beem gradually to have 
ascended without any abrupt tmneition, as the 
troubles of life increased his devotional feelings, and 
the study of religious authors informed his better 
judgment, until they finally settled down into a 
strong attachment to the doctrines of the Church of 
England. For the present he felt he could not assent 
to those doctrines, and therefore, tdthough no man 
could possibly have been more willing to labour per- 
severingly and industriously for a livelihood, he began 
to feel much anxiety ond distress of mind as to his 
future prospects, anci to make several fruitless at- 
tempts to tind some suitable profession. 

These several projects are best narrated by him- 
self: — 

" Once more am I settled at Balliol, once more 
among my friends, alternately studying and philo- 
sophising, railing at collegiate folly, and enjoying 
rational society ; my prospects in life are totally altered. 
I am resolved to come out ^sculapius secundus. 
.... Our society at Balliol continues the same in 
number. The freshmen of the term are not estimable 
(as Duppa says), and we are enough with the three 
Corpus men, who generally join ua. The fiddle with 
one string is gone, and its place supplied with a 
harpsichord in Burnett's room. Lightfoot still me- 
lodises on the flute, and, had I but a Jew's harp, 
the concert would be complete .... On Friday 
next my anatomical studies begin; they must be 
pursued with attention. Apollo has hitherto only 
received my devotion as the deity of poets ; I must 
DOW address him as a physician. I could allege many 
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reasons for my prefereDce of physic ; some diBagree- 
able circumstances must attend the study, but they 
are more than counterbalanced by the expansion it 
^vea the mind, and the opportunities it affords of 
doing good. Chemistry I must also attend : of tbis 
Btndy I have always been fond, and it is now neces- 
sary to pursue it with care."* 

And again, a few days after, he writes to Mr. 
Grosvenor Bedford : " I purpose studying physic : 
innumerable and insuperable objections appeared to 
divinity : surely the profession I have chosen affords 
at least as many opportunities of benefiting mankind. 
.... In this country a liberal education precludes 
the man of no fortune from independence in the 
humbler lines of life ; he may either turn soldier or 
embrace one of three professions, in all of which 

there is too much i^uackery Very soon shall 

I commence my anatomical and chemical studies. 
When well grounded in these, I hope to study under 
Cruikshank to perfect myself in anatomy, attend 
the clinical lectures, and then commence — Doctor 
SoutheyMI" 

He accordingly attended, for some little time, the 
anatomy school, and the lectures of the medical pro- 
fessors, but he soon abandoned the idea as hastily as 
he had adopted it ; partly from being unable to 
overcome his disgust to a dissecting-room, and partly 
because the love of literary pursuits was so strong 
within him, that, without his being altogether aware 
of it at the time, it prevented his applying his mind 

■ To Horace Bedford, E»i., Jan. SI. 1794. 
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Biifficiently to the requisite studies. His incliDatiODS 
pointed ever to literature as the needle to the north ; 
and however he might resolve, and however tempo- 
rary circumstances led him for some years to attempt 
other objects and to frame other plana, an invisible 
arm seemed to draw him away from them, and place 
him in that path which he was finally destined to 
pursue, for which he had been fitted by Providence, 
and in which he was to find happiness, distinction, 
and permanent usefialness, both to his country and to 
his kind. 

Among other schemes, which, at this time, crossed 
his mind, was the possibility of selling the rever- 
sion of some property, which he conceived he 
should inherit from his uncle, John Southey, of 
Taunton ; and he now requests his friend, Mr. Gros- 
venor Bedford, to make some inquiries at Doctors 
Commons on the subject. " The information you 
may there receive," he writes, " will perhaps have 
some weight in my scale of destiny ; it rests partly 
on the will of John Cannon Southey, who died in 
1760. Hope and fear have almost lost their in- 
fluence over me. If my reversion can be sold for 
any comfortable independence, I am sure you would 
rather advise me to seize happiness with mediocrity 
than lo?e it in waiting for affluence. My wishes 
aspire not above mediocrity. .... Every day do 
I repine at the education that taught me to handle 
a lexicon instead of a hammer, and destined me for 
one of the drones of society. Add to this, that had 
I a sufficiency in independence, I have every reason 
to expect happiness. The moat pleasing visions of 
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domestic life would be realised. .... WKen I think 
on this topic, it is rather to cool myself with philo- 
sophy than to indulge in speculation. Twenty is 
young for a Stoic, you will say ; but they have been 
years of experience and observation. . . . They have 
shown me that happinesa is att^nablc ; but, withal, 
taught me by repeated disappoiatments never to 
build on so sandy a foundation. It will be all the 
some a hundred years hence, is a vulgar adage which 
has often consoled nie. Kow do I execrate a de- 
clamation which I must make. O for emancipation 
from these useleee forms, thb useless life, these 
haunts of intolerance, vice, and folly ! " • 

Respecting the reversion here mentioned no satis- 
factory information could be obttuned, and he next 
turned his thoughts towards obtuning some official 
employment in London. " Tou know my objec- 
tion to orders," he writes to Mr. Grosvenor Bed- 
ford, "and the obstacles to any other profession: 
it is now my wish to be in the same office with you. 
.... Do, my dear Grosvenor, give me some in- 
formation upon this topic I speak to you without 
apologising ; you will serve me if you can, and tell 
me if you cannot : it would be a great object to be 
in the same office with you. In tliis plan of life the 
only difficulty is obtwning such a place, and for this 
my hopes rest on Wynn and you ; in case of success 
I shall joyfully bid adieu to Oxford, settle myself in 
some economical way of life, and, when I know my 
situation, unite myself to a woman whom I have 

■ May 11. 1794. 
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long esteemed as n sister, and for whom I now indulge 

a warmer sentiment Write to me soon. I 

am sanguine in my expectations if jou can procure 
raj admission. Promotion is a secondary concern, 
though of that I have hopes. My pen will be my 
chief dependence. In thb situation, where a small 
income relieves from want, interest will urge me to 
write, but independence secures me from writing so 
aa to injure my reputation. Even the prospect of 
settling honestly in life has relieved my mind irom 
a load of anxiety. 

" In this plan oflife every thing appears within the 
bounds of probability i the hours devoted to offiiuol 
attendance, even if entirely taken up by business, 
would pass with the idea that I was doing my duty, 
and honestly earning my subsistence. If they should 
not be fully occupied, I can pursue my own studies ; 
and should I be fortunate enough to he in the same 
office with you, it would be equally agreeable to 
both. What situation can be picasanter than that 
which places me with all my dearest friends ? " * 
In reply to this, Mr. Bedford ui^s upon him all 
' the objections to which such a situation would be 
liable, and begs him to reconsider bis determination 
with respect to taking Holy orders, probably thinking 
that a little time might calm his feelings and settle his 
opinions. His at^uments, however, were of no avail ; 
my father repeats his determination not to enter the 
Church, and continues : "la it better that I should 
sufier inconvenience myself, or let my friends suffer 

• Maj28. IT94. 
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it for me ? Is six hours' misety to be preferred to 
wretchedness of the whole twenty-four? .... I 
have only one cdternative ; some such situation, 
or emigration. It is not the Bally of a momentaiy 
fancy that says this; either in six months I fix my- 
self in some honest way of living, or I quit my 
country, my friends, and every fondest hope I indulge, 
for ever." 

But before many steps had been takes in the 
matter, an obstacle appeared which had not previously 
occurred to my father's mind, and which at once put 
a stop to all further anticipations of the kind. It 
was evident that, before an official appointment of 
any kind, however trifling, could be procured, in- 
quiry would be made at Oxford respecting his char 
racter and conduct ; and, his political opinions once 
known, all chances of success would be destroyed. 
Hia republican views were bo strong, and so freely ei- 
presaed, that there was no possibility of any inquiry 
being made that would not place an insurmountable 
obstacle to hia obtaining any employment under a 
Tory ministry. This being once suggested by a 
friend, was so apparent, that the scheme was as 
quickly abandoned as it had been hastily and eagerly 
conceived," 

" I think 's objection is a very strong one," 

he writes : " my opinions are very well known. I 
would have them so: Nature never meant me for a 
negative character ; I can neither be good or bad, 
happy or miserable, by halves. You know me to be 



ciq mod t, Google 



Mtat. 20. OP EOBEET 60CTHET. 209 

neither captious nor quarrelsome, yet I doubt whether 
the quiet harmless situation I hoped for, were proper 
for me : it certainly, by imposiog a prudential silence, 
would have sullied my integrity. I think 1 see you 
smile, and your invagination turns to a Strait waist- 
coat and Moorficlds. Auaai bien. 



In the midst of bis disappointment at the failure 
of these plans, upon which he eseems to have set his 
hopes somewhat strongly, his first acquaintance com- 
menced with Mr. Coleridge, and from thia sprang a 
train of circumstances fraught with much importance 
to the after lives of both. 

Mr. Coleridge was, at this time, an undei^raduate 
of Jesus College, Cambridge, where he had entered 
in February, 1791, and he had already ^ven proofs 
both of his great talents and his eccentricities. In 
the summer of that year he had gained Sir William 
Brown's gold medal for the Greek ode. It was on 
the slave trade, and its poetic force and originality 
were, as he said himself, much beyond the language 
in which they were conveyed. In the winter of 
1792-3, he had stood for the University (Craven) 
Scholarship, with Dr. Keats, the late head master of 
Eton ; Mr. Betheil of Yorkshire ; and Bishop Butler, 
who was the successful candidate. In 1793, he had 
written without success for the Greek ode on astro- 
nomy, a translation of which is among my father's 
minor poems. In the latter part of this year, " in a 
moment of despondency and vexation of spirit, oeca- 

* To Grojvenor Beflford, £«[,, June iS. 1T94. 
TOL. I. P 
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"Bioned principaUy hj some debts not amounting to 
loot, he sudtlenly left his college and went to 
London," and there enlisted as a private in the 15th 
Light Dragoons, under an assumed name bearing hia 
own initials. In this situation, than which he could 
not by possibility have chosen one more Incongruoua 
to all his habits and feelings, he remained until the 
following April, when the termination of his military 
career was brought about by a chance recognition in 
the street. His femily vere apprised of his situation ; 
and, after some difficulty, he was duly dischni^ed, on 
the 10th of April, 1794, at Hounslow.* 

In the following June Mr. Coleridge went to Ox'* 
ford, on a visit to an old school-fellow ; and, being 
accidentally introduced to my father, an intimacy 
quickly sprung up between them, hastened by the simi- 
larity of the Tiews they then held, both on the subjects 
of religion and politics. Each seems to have been mu- 
tually taken with the other. Coleridge was seized with 
the most lively admiration of my father's person and 
conversation ; my father's impression of him is well 
told by himself. " Allen is with us d^y, and hia 
friend from Cambridge, Coleridge, whose poems you 
will oblige me by subscribing to, either at Hookham's 
or Edwards's. He is of most uncommon merit, — of 
the strongest genius, the clearest judgment, the best 
heart. My Mend he already is, and must hereafter 
be yours. It is, I fear, impossible to keep him till 
you come, but my efforts shall not be wanting."f 

■ Coleridge's B[ogiaphia Literaria. Biographical Sapj^ement, 
Tol. iL pp. 336, 337. 
t To GrofTOiar Bedford, Esq., June 12. 1794. 
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We have seen that in one or two of his early 
letters my father speaks of emigratioa and America 
ea having entered his mind ; and the fulure of the 
plana I have just mentioned, now caused him to 
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a fellow-collegpan, for whom my &ther entertained 
the wncereat affection luid esteem. 

Seward, however, did not long continue to approve 
of the plan ; his opinions were more moderate than 
those of hU friends, although he was inclined to hold 
democratic views, and he was strongly attached to 
the doctrines of the Church of England, in which he 
intended to take orders. His letters on the subject of 
Pantisocracy are indicative of a very thoughtful and 
pious mind ; and he expresses much r^ret that he 
should at first have given any encoun^ement to a 
scheme, which he soon saw must ftul if attempted to 
be carried out. 

He perceived that the two chief movers, my father 
and I^fr. Coleridge, were passing through a period 
of feverish enthusiasm which could nut last; and he 
especially expresses his fear, that the views on religi- 
ous subject* held by the party generally, were not 
BufBciently fixed and practical ; and that discusmons 
and differences of opinion on these points would pro- 
bably arise, which, more than ou any other, would 
tend to destroy that perfect peace and unanimity 
they so fondly hoped to establish. 
. These apprehensions, however, were not partici- 
pated in by the rest of the party. Mr. Coleri(%e 
quitted Oxford for a pedestrian tour in Wales ; and 
from Gloucester he writes his ^rst letter to my 
father: — "You are averse," he says, " to grati- 
tudinarian flourishes, else would I talk about hos- 
pitality, attention, &c &c ; however, as I must not 
thank you, I will thank my stars. Verily, Southey, 
I like not Oxford, nor the inhabitants of it I would 
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My thou art a nightingale amoDg owis ; but thou art 
BO songlesa and heavy towards night that I will 
rather liken thee to the matin lark, thy nest ia in 
a blighted cornfield, where the sleepy poppy nods 
its red-cowled head, and the weak-ey^ mole plies hi« 
dark work; but thy soaring is even unto heaven. 
Or let me add (for my appetite for eimilies ie truly 
canine at this moment), that as the Italian nobles 
thdr new-fashioned doors, so thou dost make the 
adamantine gate of Democracy turn on its golden 
hinges to most sweet music" • 

The long vacation having commenced, my iather 
went down to his aunt at Bath, and from thence 
writes as follows: — 



To Groivenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

« Balh, Jul; 20. 1794. 
" Grosvenor, I believe nearly three weeks have 
elapsed since your last letter at Oxford damped my 
breakfast with disappointment : to see you at all 
times would be a source of much pleasure; but I 
should have been particularly glad to have introduced 
you to Allen and Coleridge ; they shared in my dis- 
appoiotmeDt, but that part of human unhappiness is 
not alleviated by partition. Coleridge is now walk- 
ing over Walea. You have seen a specimen of 
Allen's poetry, but never of his friend's ; take tbeset 
they are the only ones I can show, and were written 
on the wainscot of the inn at Ross, which was once 
the dwelling-house of Kyrle." 
• Jnlj- 6. 1794. 
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[Here foUow the weU-koowtt linee to " The Man 
ofBosa."] 

" Admire the Teraes, Groavenor, and pity that 
mind that wrote them from its genuine feelings. 
I^s my intention eoon to join him in Wales, then 
proceed to Edmund Seward, seriouBly to arrange with 
him the best mode of settling in America. Yester- 
day I took my proposals for publishing Joan of Arc 
to the printer ; should the publication be any ways 
successful, it will carry me over, and get me some 
few acres, a spade, and a plough. My brother Thomas 
will gladly go with us, and, perhaps, two or three 
more of my most intimate friends ; in this country I 
must either sacrifice happiness or integrity: but 
when we meet I will explain my notions more fully. 

" I shall not reside next Michaelmas at Oxford, be- 
cause the time wiU be better employed in correcting 
Joan, and overlooking the press. If I get fifty copies 

subscribed for by that time Grosvenor, I shall 

inscribe Joan of Arc to you, unless you are afr^d to 
have your name prefixed to a work that breathes 
some sentiments not perfectly in unison with court 
principles. Corrections will take op some time, for 
the poem shall go into the world handsomely — it 
will be my legacy to this country, and may, perhaps, 
preserve my memory in it. Many of my friends 
will blame me for so bold a step, but as many en- 
courage me ; and I want to nuse money enough to 
settle myself across the Atlantic. If I have leisure 
to write there, my stock of imagery will be much 
increased. .... My proposals will be printed this 
evening. I remain here till to-morrow morning for 
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the Bake of carrying some to BristoL Methinks my 
name will look well in print. I expect a host of 
petty critics will buzz about my eare, but I must brush 
them off. You know what the poem was at Brixton ; 
^vhen well corrected I fear not itB succcbb. 

" I have a linen coat making, much like yours ; 'tie 
destined for much service. Burnett ambulated to 
Bristol with me from Oxford ; he is a worthy fellow, 
whom I greatly esteem. We have a wild Welshman, 
red hot from the mounttuns, at Balliol, who would 
please and amuse you much. He is perfectly igno- 
tant of the world; but with all the honest warm 
feelings of nature, a good head, and a good heart. 
Lightfoot is A. B. ; old Balliol ColL has lost its 
beet inhabitants in him and Seward; Allen, too,< 
resides only six weeks longer in the University ; so 
it would be a melancholy place for me, were I to 
visit it agiun for reradence. My tutor will much 
wonder at seeing my name* ; but, as Thomas Howe 
is half a demo<3:at, he will be pleased. What miracle 
could illuminate him I know not ; but he surprised 
me much by declaimiug t^inst the war, prising 
America, and asserting the right of every country to 
model its own form of government. This was fol- 
lowed by — ' Mr. Southey, you won't leant any thing 
by my lectures. Sir ; so, if you have any studies of 
your own, you had better pursue them-' You may 
suppose I thankfuUy accepted the offer. Let me 
hear from you soon. You promised me some verses. 
Sincerely yours, 

BOBEBT SoUTHET." 
* Aitbe aotliwof Joanof Ate. 
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" P. S. How nre the wasps this year ? My dc^ eata 
flies voraciously, and huota wasps for the same purpose. 
If he catches them, I fear he will follow poor Hyder.* 
I saved him twice to day froia swallowing them like 
oysteiB." 

The Paotisocratic scheme seemed now to flourish ; 
all were lull of estg^r anticipation. "Everything 
smiles upon me," says my father ; " my mother is 
fully convinced of the propriety of our resolution ; 
she admires the plan ; she goes with us : never did 
BO delighttiji a prospect of happiness open upon my 
view before ; to go with all I love ; to go with all 
my friends, except your family and Wynn ; to live 
with them in the most agreeable and most honourable 
employment ; to eat the fruits I have raised, and see 
every face happy around me ; my mother sheltered 
in her declining years from the anxieties which have 
pursued her ; my brothers educated to be useful and 
virtuous." t 

In the course of this month (August), Mr. Cole- 
ridge, having returned from his excursion in Wales, 
came to Bristol ; and my father, who was then at 
Bath, having gone over to meet him, introduced bim 
to Robert Lovell, through whom, it appears, they 
both at this time became known to Mr. Cottle ; and 
here, also, Mr. Coleridge first became acqu^ted 
with his future wife, Sarah Fricker, the eldest of the 
three sisters, one of whom was married to Robert 
Lovell, the other having been engaged for some time 

* A dog bdon^g to Mr. Bedlbrd'a fattier, which died from Cha 
King of a wasp in the throaC 
t To Grosveaiv Bedford, Esq., AngnK 1. 1794. 
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to my father. They were the daughters of Stephen 
Flicker, who had carried on a lai^e manufactory of 
sugar paoB or moulds at Westbury, near Bristol, and 
who, having fallen into difficulties, in consequence 
of the stoppage of trade by the American war, had 
lately died, leaving his widow and six children wholly 
unprovided for. 

During tins visit to Bath, the tn^edy entitled 
" The Fall of Robespierre"* was written, the history 
of which is best exphuned by the following extract 
of a letter from my father to the late Henry Nel- 
son Coleridge, Esq.; — "It originated in sportive 
conversation at poor Lovell's, and we agreed each to 
produce an act by the next evening — S. T. C. the 
first, I the second, and Lovell the third. S. T. C. 
brought part of his ; I and Lovell, the whole of ours. 
But L-'s waa not in keeping, and therefore I undei^ 
took to supply the third also by the following day. 
By that time S. T. C. had filled up his. A dedication 
to Mrs. Hannah More was concocted, and the notable 
performance was offered for sale to a bookseller in 
Bristol, who was too wise to buy it. Your uncle 
took the MSS. with him to Cambridge, and there 
rewrote the first act at leisure, and published it 
My portion I never saw from the time it was written 
till the whole was before the world. It was written 
with newspapers before me as fast as newspapers 
could be put into blank verse. I have no deure to 
claim it now ; but neither am I ashamed of it ; and, 
if you think proper to print the whole, so be it." 

• Printed in " Bemiuiu of & T. Coleridge." 
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From Bath Mr. Coleridge went up to LoDdon, 
apparently witii the view of conaulting Bome friend 
respecting the publication of the "Fall of Robes- 
pierre." From thence he thus writes to my father : — 
" The day after my arrival I finished the first act : 
I transcribed it The next morning Franklin (of 
Pembroke ColL Cam., a ci-devant Grecian of our 
school — 80 we call the first boys) called on me, and 
persuaded me to go with him and breakfast with 
Dyer, author of " The Complaints of the Poor," " A 
Subscription," &c. &c. I went ; explained our sys- 
tem. He was enraptured ; pronounced it impreg- 
nable. He is intimate with Dr. Priestley, and doubts 
not that the Doctor will join us. He showed me 
some poetry, and I showed him part of the first act, 
which I happened to have about me. He liked it 

hugely ; it was " a nail that would drive." 

Every night I meet a most intelligent young man, 
who has spent the last five years of his life in Ame- 
rica, and is lately come from thence as an agent to 
sell land. He was of our schooL I had been kind 
to him : he remembers it, and comes regularly every 
evening to "benefit by converaation," he saye. He 
says 2000^ will do; that he doubts not we can 
contract for our passage under 400/. ; that we shall 
buy the land a great deal cheaper when we arrive at 
America than we could do in England ; " or why," he 
adds, " am I sent over here ?" That twelve men may 
eatily clear 300 acres in four or five months ; and 
that, for 600 dollars, a thousand acres may be 
cleared, and houses built on them. He recommends 
the Susquehana, from its excessive beauty and its 
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security from hostile Indians. Eveiy possible as- 
sistance will be given us; we may get credit for 
the land for ten years or more, aa we settle upon. 
That literary characters mnke monei/ there : &c &c 
He never saw a bison in his life, but has heard of 
them : they are quite backwards. The mosquitos 
are not so bad as our gnats ; and, after you have 
been there a little whUe, they don't trouble you 
much." " 

From London Mr. Coleridge returned to Cam- 
bridge, and writes from thence, immediately on his ar- 
rival, full of enthusiasm for the grand plan : — " Since 
I quitted this room what and how important events 
have been evolved I America ! Southey I Miss 
Fricker I , . . Pantisocracy I Oh 1 I shall have such 
a scheme of it I My head, my heart, are all alive. 
I have drawn up my ai^uments in battle array : they 
shall have the tactitian excellence of the mathema- 
tician, with the enthusiasm of the poet. The head 
shall be the mass; the heart, the fiery spirit that fills, 
informs, and agitates the whole." And then in large 
letters,inallthezealof Pantisocraticfratemityjheex- 
cl^ms,— " SHAD GOES WITH US : HE IS MY 
BEOTHEE 1 1" and, descending thence to less em- 
phatical calligrajJiy, " I am longing to be with you : 
make Edith my sister. Surely, Southey, we shall be 
frendotatoi meta frendous — most friendly where all 
are friends. Slie must, therefore) be more emphati- 
cally my sister. . . . C , the most excellent, the 

most Pontisocratic of aristocrats, has been laughing 

• September 6. 179*. 
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at me. Up I arose, t^rlble in reasoning. He fled 
from me, because * he would not answer for his own 
sanity, ^tting eo near a madman of geniue.' He 
told me tliat tlie strength of my ima^ation had 
intoxicated my reason, and that the acuteness of my 
reason had given a directing influence to my ima- 
^natioD. Four months ago the remark would not 
have been more elegant than just : now it ia nothing," * 

In the mean time, my father, though not quite so 
much carried away as Mr. Coleridge, was equally 
earnest in forwarding the plan as far as it could be 
forwarded without that which is the Binewa of 
emigration, as well as of war, and without which, 
though the " root of all evil," not even Pantisocracy 
could flourish. " In March we depart for America," 
he writes to his brother Thomas, then s midshipman 
on board the Aquilon frigate, "Lovell, bis wife, 
brother, and two of hia sisters ; all the Frickers ; my 
mother, Misa Peggy, and brothers ; Heath, apothe- 
cary, &C. ; G. Burnett, S. T. Coleridge, Robert 
Allen, and Kobert Southey. Of so many we are 
certain, and expect more. Whatever knowledge of 
navigation you can obtain will be useful, as we shall 
be on the bank of a navigable river, and appoint you 
admiral of a cock-boat. . . . 

" My aunt knows nothing as yet of my intended 
plan; it will surprise her, but not very agreeably. 
Every thing b in a very ftur tnun, and all parties 
eager to embark. What do your common blue trow- 
Bcrs cost ? Let me know, as I shall get two or three 
pairs for my working winter dress, and as many jacketSi 
• 8e{>tembei 18. 1794. 
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either blue or grey : so my wardrobe will consist of 
two good coata, two cloth jackets, four linen ones, 
six brown holland pantaloons, and two nankeen lUtto 
for dress. . . ■ ■ 

" My mother says I am mad ; if so, she is bit by 
me, for she wishes to go as much as I do. Coleridge 
was with us nearly five weeks, and made good use 
of his time. We preached Pantisocracy and Asphe- 
teism everywhere. These, Tom, are two new words, 
the Srst signifying the equal government of aU, 
and the other the generalisation of individual 
property ; words well understood in the city of 
Bristol. We are busy in getting our plan and prin- 
ciples ready to distribute privately. The 

thoughts of the day, and the visions of the night, 
all centre in America. Time lags heavily along till 
March, but we have done wonders since you left me. 
.... I hope to see you in January ; it will then 
be time for you to take leave of the nary, and become 
acquainted with all our brethren, the pantisocrats. 
You will have no objection to partake of a wedding 
dinner in February."* .... 

By the middle of the following month the plan 
was still progressing favourably, but the main diffi- 
culty was beginning to occur to them. My father 
writes again to his brother : — " Our plan is in great 
forwardness; nor do I see bow it can be frustrated. 
We are now twenty-seven adventurers. Mr. Scott 
talks of joining us ; and if so, five persons will accom- 
pany him I wish I could speak as satisfac- 
torily upon money matters. Money is a huge evil 
• September 20. 1794. 
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which we shall not long hare to contend with. All 
well 

" Thank you for the hanger j keep it for me. You 
shall not rem^n longer in the navy than January ; 
live 80 long in hope; think of America I and re- 
member that while you are only thinking of our plan, 
we are many of ua active in forwarding it. 

" Would you were with ua 1 we talk often of you 
with regret. This Fantisocratic scheme has given 
me new life, new hope, new energy, all the Acuities 
of my mind are dilated ; I am weeding out the few 
lurking prejudices of habit, and looking forward to 
happiness. I wish I could transfuse some of my high 
hope and enthusiasm into you, it would warm you in 
the cold winter nights."" .... 

Hitherto all had gone on pretty smoothly, the 
plan of enugration, ae well as my father's engage- 
ment to many, had been carefully concealed from 
his aunt. Miss Tyler, who, he was perfectly aware, 
■would most violently oppose both ; and now, when at 
last she became acquainted with bis intention, her 
anger knew no bounds. The consequence cannot be 
more graphically described than by himself. 



To Thomas Southey. 

" Bath, Octol)er 19. 1794. 
" My dear Brother Admiral, 

" Here's a row I here's a kick up ! here's a pretty 
commence I we have had a revolution in the College 

• Bath, October II. 1794. 



ciq mod t, Google 



Mtat. 21. OF BOBEBT SOUTHET. 223 

Green, and I have been turned out of doors in a wet 
night. Lo and behold, even like mine own brother) 
I was penniless : it was late in the evening ; the 
wind blew and the nun fell, and I had walked from 
Bath in the morning. Luckily my father's old great 
coat was at Lovell's. I clapt it on, swallowed a glasa 
of brandy, and set off; I met an old drunken man 
three miles o% and was obliged to drag him all tho 
way to Bath, nine miles I Oh, Patience, Patience, 
thou hast often helped poor Bobert Southey, but 
never didst thou stand him in more need than oi\ 
Friday the nth of October, 1794. 

" Well, Tom, here I am. My aunt has declared 
she will never see my face again, or open a letter of 
my writing. — So be it ; I do my duty, and will con- 
tinue to do it, be the consequences what they may. 
You are unpleasantly situated, so is my mother, bo 
were we all till this grand scheme of Pantisocracy 
flashed upon our minds, and now all is perfectly de- 
lightful. 

"Open war — dedared hostilities! the children 
are to come here on Wednesday, and I meet them 
ut the Long Coach on that evening. My aunt abuses 
poor Lovell moat unmercifully, and attributes the 
whole scheme to him; you know it was concerted 
between Burnett and me. But of all the whole 
catalogue of enormities, nothing enrages my aunt so 
much, as my intended marriage with Mrs. Lovell's 
sister Edith ; this will hardly take place till we arrive 
in America ; it rouses all the whole army of preju- 
dices in my aunt's breast. Pride leads the fiery host, 
and a pretty kick up they must make there. 
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" I expect some money in a few days, and then 
you shall not want ; yet, as this ie not guite certab, 
I cannot authorise yon to draw oo me. Lovell ia in 
London, he will return on Tuesday or Wedaeaday, 
and I hope will bring with him acme ten or twenty 
pounds ; he will likewise examine the wills at Doc- 
tors' Commons, and see what ia to he done in the 
revenion way. — Eyery thing ia in the fairest train. 
Favell and Le Grice, two young Pantisocrats of 
nineteen, join db; they possess great genius and 
energy. I have seen neither of them, yet corre- 
spond with both. You may, perhaps, like this sonnet 
on the subject of our emigration, by Favell : — 

No miK« mj Tiaotuay aonl bIibU dwell 

On joys that were ; no more endnre to weigh 

"Dm Jtame uid ongniali of the evil day. 

Wisely forgetful 1 O'er the ocean swell, 

Sabtime of Hope, I ettk the coCtag'd dell 

Whrae Virtne calm with carele«a seep may stray, 

And, dancing to the moonligbt Toncdela;, 

He vizard passion wears a b<Aj spell. 

£yes that have achM with angiiiah I je diaJl w^p 

Tears of doubt-mingled joy, ai those who stan 

From precipices of distemper'd sleep, 

On which me fierce-ey'd fiends their revels keep, 

And see the riung san, and feel it dart 

New rays of pleasure trembling to the heart 

" This is a very beautiful piece of poetry ; and we 
may form a very foir opinion of Favell from it. Scott, 
a brother of your acquaintance, goes with ue. So 
much for news relative to our private politics. 

" This ia the age of revolutions, and a huge one we 
have had on the College Green. Poor Shadrack ia 
left there, in the burning fiery furnace of her dis- 
pleasure, and a prime hot birth has he got of it; he 
saw me depart with astonishment. — ' Why, Sir, you 
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be'nt going to Bath at this tJme of uight, and in this 
weather I Do let me see you sometimes, and hear 
from you, and send for me when you are going.' 

" We are all well, and all eager to depart. March 
will soon arrive, and I hope you will be with us be- 
fore that time. 

" Why should the man who acts from conviction 
of rectitude grieve because the prejudiced are offended? 
For me, I am fully possessed by the great cause to 
which I have devoted myself ; my conduct has been . 
open, sincere, and just ; and though the world were 
to scorn and neglect me, I should bear their contempt 
with calmness. 

Fare thee weU. 

Yours in brotherly affection, 

KOBEET SOUTHET." 

It might have been hoped that this storm would 
have blown over; and that when Fantisocracy had 
died a natural death, and the marriage had taken 
place, Mies Tyler's angry feelings might have softened 
down ; but it was not so, and the aunt and nephew 
never met again I 

One other incident belongs to the dose of this 
year — the publication of a small volume of poems, 
the joint production of Mr. Lorell and my father. 
Many of them have never been republished. The 
motto prefixed to them was an appropriate one : — 

" KCnnentur stno 
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CHAPTER IIL 
PARTieocBAcr PBOPoasD to bb tried in walbs.— i>ettekb 

TO MK. O. C. BEDFOBU. DIFIICULTIXB AND DISTRESBEI. — 

KISTOBICAI. LECTDBBB. — DEATH 

KB. COTTLI PVBCHASEa THB COPTBIOHT < 



tn. C0LIB1DOE. LETTER T 



Uft. COTTIB, — 1784 — 1793. 

Mr father was now a homeless adventurer ; consdous 
of great resources in himself, but not knowing how 
to bring them into use ; full of hope and the most 
ardent aspirations, but surrounded with present wants 
and difficulties. America was still the haven of his 
hopes, and for a little while he indulged in the pleas- 
ing anticipation, " Would that March were over ! " 
he writes at this time to Mr. Bedford. " Affection 
has one or two strong cords round my heart, and 
will try me painfully — you and Wynn I A little 
network must be broken here ; that I mind not, but 
my mother does ; my mind is full of futurity, and 
lovely is the prospect; I am now like a traveller 
crossing precipices to get home, but my foot shall not 
slip."" 
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The difficulty of rusiog sufficient fiinda for their 
purpose was now, howeTer, becoming daily more and 
more evident ; and it appears to hare been next pro- 
posed by my father that the experiment of Pantiso- 
cracy should be first tried in some retired part of 
Wales, until some lucky turn of fortune should en- 
able them to cany out their scheme of transatlantic 
social colonisation. To this Mr. Coleridge at first 
strongly objects, and sees now more clearly the 
difficulties of the plan, which the roll of the Atlantic 
seemed to obscure from their sight "For God's 
sake, my dear fellow," be writes in remonstrance to 
my father, " tell me what we are to gain by taking 
a Welsh farm ? Remember the principles and pro- 
posed consequences of Pantisocracy, and reflect in 
what degree they are atttunable by Coleridge, 
Southey, Lovell, Burnett, and Co., some five men 
goittff partners together I In the next place, sup- 
posing that we have found the preponderating utihty 
of our aspheterising in Wales, let ub by our speedy 
and united inquiries discover the sum of money 
necessary. Whether such a farm with so very large 
a house is to be procured without launching our fhul 
and unpiloted bark on a rough sea of anxieties. 
How much money will be necessary for furniskinff 
BO large a house. How much necessary for the 
fioaintenance of so laige a &mily — eighteen people 
— for a year at least." 

Sut the plan of going into Wales did not prosper 
any more than that of genuine Pantisocracy : the 
close of the year and the beginning of the next found 
matters still in the same ansatisfactoty state. Mr. 

OS 
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Coleridge had kept the Michaelmaa Term at Cam- 
hridge — the last he kept; and having gone from 
thence to London, remaned there unUl early in the 
following January, when he returned to Bristol with 
my &ther, who had chanced to go up to town at that 
time. 

The following letters will illustrate this period. In 
the latter one we have a vivid picture of the distresses 
and difficulties of his present position. 

To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"Botb, Jan. G. 1795. 
" My dear Grosvenor, 

" If I were not very well acquainted with your 
disposition, I should apprehend, by your long silence, 
that you are offended with me. In one letter I 
spoke too warmly, but you know my affections are 
warm. I was sorry at having done so, and wrote to 
say 80. The jolting of a rough cart over rugged 
nwds is very apt to excite tumults in the intestinal 
canal ; even so are the rubs of fortune prone to create 
gizzard grumblings of temper. 

" Kow, if you are not angry (and, on my soul, I 
believe you and anger to be perfectly heten^neous), 
you will write to me very shortly; if you are, why 
you must remain so for a fortnight : then, it is pro- 
bable, I shall pass two days in London, on my way 
to Cambridge ; and, as one of them will be purely 
to be with you, if I do not remove all cause of com- 
pltunt you have i^uust Kobert Southey, you shall 
punish him with your everlasting displeasure. 
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" From Horace, too, I hear nothing. Were I on 
the Alleghany Monntiuns, or buried in the wilds of 
Caemarvonehire, I could not have less intercourse 
with j'ou. Perhaps you are weaning me, like a 
cluld. And now, Bedford, I shall shortly see G. S.*, 
if be be in London or at Trinity. Two days in 
London : one with you, when I shall call on him ; 
the other with some friends of Coleridgej and cor- 
respondents of mine, admirable poets and Fantisocrats.' 
How will Gr. S. receive me ? is he altered ? will he 
be reserved, and remember only onr cUfiereuce ? Or 
b there still the same goodness of heart in him as 
when we first met P I feel some little agitation at 
the thought. G'. S. was the first person I ever met 
with, who at all assimilated with my dieiposition. I 
was a physiognomist without knowing it. He was 
my substance. I loved him as a brother once : per- 
haps he is infected with poliUtte ; is polite to all, 
and affectionate to none. 

" Coleridge is a man who has every thing of 

hut bis vices : he is what would have been, had 

he given up that time to study, wluch he consumed 
you know how lamentably. 

" I will give you a little piece which I wrote, 
and which he corrected. 'Twas occasioned by the 
funeral of a pauper, without one person attending 
it.t 

" I like this little poem, and there are few of mine 
of which I can say that 
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"Bedford, I can sing eight BODga: — 1. The antique' 
and exhilarating Bacchanalian, Back and Sides go 
Bare. 2. The Tragedy of the Mince Pie, or the Cruel 
Master Cook. 3. The Comical Jeet of the Farthbg 
Rushlight 4. The Bloody Gardener's Cruelty. 5. 
The Godly Hymn of the Seven Good Joys of the 
Yir^n Maiy ; being a Christmas CaroL 6. The Tra- 
gedy'of the Beaver Hat ; or, as newly amended. The 
Brunswick Bonnet ; containing three apt Morals. 
7. The Quunt Jest of the Three Crows. 8. The 
Life and Death of Johnny Bulan. 

" Xow I shall outdo Horace ! . . . Farewell, and 
believe me always 

Your sincere and affectionate 

BOBEBT SODTHET." 



To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

" aiBlol, Feb. 8. 1795. 
" I have been reading the four first numbers of 
' The Fl^ellant : ' they are all I possess. My dearest 
Groavenor, they have recalled past times forcibly to 
my mind, and I could almost weep at the retrospect. 
Why have I not written to you before ? Because I 
could only have told you of ancertainty and suspenee. 
There is nothing more to say now. The next six 
months will afford more variety of incidents. But, 
my dear Bedford, though you will not love me the 
less, you will shake your head, and lament the effects 
of what yon call enthusiasm. Would to God that 
we agreed in sentiment I for then you could enter 



ciq mod t, Google 



*TAT. 21. OP ROBERT 80UTHEY. 231 

into the feelings of my heart, and hold me still dearer 
ia your own. 

" There is the Btrangest mixture of cloud and of 
sunehine ! an outcast in the world I an adventurer I 
living by hia wita I yet happy in the full conviction 
of rectitude, in integrity, and in the affection of a 
mild and lovely woman: at once the object of hatred 
and admiration : wondered at by all ; hated by the 
ariBtocmts ; the very oracle of my own party. Bed- 
ford ! Bedford I mine are the principles of peace, of 
non-resistance ; you cannot burst our bonds of aifec- 
tion. Do not grieve that circumstances have made 
me thus ; you ought to rejoice that your friend acta 
up to his principles, though you think them wrong. 

" Coleridge is writing at the same table ; our 
namea are written in the book of deatiny, on the 
same page. 

" GrOBvenor, I must put your brains in requisition. 
We are about to publish a magazine on a new plan. 
One of the prospectuses, when printed, shall be for- 
warded to you. 'Tie our intention to say in the 
titlepage, S. T. C. and H. S., Editors ; and to admit 
nothing but what ia good. A work of the kind must 
not be undertaken without a certainty of indemnifi- 
cation, and then it bids very fair to be lucrative, 
80 the bookaellere here tell us. To be called The 
Provincial Magazine, and pablished at Bristol if we 
settle here. We mean to make it the vehicle of all 
our poetry : will you not give ua some esaaya, &c &c ? 
We can undoubtedly make it the best tiling of the 
kind ever published ; so, Bedford, be very wise and 
very witty. Send us whole esaays, hints, good things, 
«* 
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&C. &C., and the; eliall cut a most respectable figure. 
The poetry will be printed eo as to make a separate 
volume at the end of the year. 

" What think you of this ? I should say that 
the work will certainly express our sentiments, bo 
expressed as never to offend ; but, if truth spoken 
in the words of meekness be offence, we may not 
avoid it. 

*' I am in treaty with The Telegraph, and hope to 
be thdr correspondent. Hireling writer to a news- 
paper I 'Sdeath I 'tis an ugly title ; but, n'importe, 
I shall write truth, and only truth. Have you seen, 
in Friday's Telegraph, a letter to Canning, ^gned 
Harrington ? 'Twae the spetamen of my prose. 

" You will be melancholy at all this, Bedford ; I 
am so at times, but what can I do? I conid not 
enter the Church ; nor had I finances to study phyrac ; 
for public offices I am too notorious. I have not the 
gift of making shoes, nor the happy art of mending 
them. Education has unfitted me for trade, and I 
must^ perforce, enter the muster roll of authors." 

" Mond^ monuDg. 
" My days are disquieted, and the dreimis of the 
night only retrace the past to bewilder me in vague 
visions of the future. America is still the place to 
which our ultimate viewa tend ; but it will be years 
before we can ga As for Wales, it is not practicable. 
The point is, where can I best subsist ? . - . London 
is certainly the place for all who, hke me, are on the 
world. .... London must be the place : if I and 
Coleridge can only get a fixed salary of 100/. a-year 
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between ua, our own induetiy shall eupplj the rest. 
I will write up to ' The Telegraph :' they offered me 
a reporter's place, but nightly employments are out 
of the question. My troublesome guest, called 
honesty, prevents my writing in The True Briton. 
God knowa I want not to thrust myself forward as 
a partisan : peace and domestic life are the highest 
bleasings I could implore. Enough 1 this state of 
suspense must soon be over : I am worn and wasted 
with anxiety ; and, if not at rest in a short time, shall 
be disabled from exertion, and sink to a long repose. 
Poor Edith I Almighty God protect her ! 

"You can ^vemeno advice, nor point out any line 
to pursue ; but you can write to me, and tell me 
how you are, and of your friends. Let me hear 
from you as soon as possible : moralise, metapbysiciBe, 
pun, say good things, promise me some aid in the 
magame, aaH shake hands with me as cordially by 
letter, as when we parted in the Strand. I look over 
your letters, and find but little alteration of sentiment 
from the beginning of '92 to the end of '94. What 
a strange nukss of matter is in mine during those 
periods t I mean to write my own life, and a most 
useful book it will be. You shall write the Para- 
leipomena ; but do not condole too much over my 
mistaken principles, for such pity will create a mutiny 
in my sepulchred bones, and I shall break prison to 
ai^e with you, even from the grave. God love 
you I I think soon to be in London, if I can get a 
rituation there : sometimes the prospect smiles upon 
me. I want but fifty pounds a>year certain, and 
can trust myself for enough beyond that. 
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Fare you well, my dear Groevenor I Have you 
been to Court? quid Homsa fitciasP O thou re- 
publican aristocrat I thou man most worthy of re- 
publicanieml what haet thou to do with a laced 
coat, and a cbapeau, and a bag wig, and a sword ? 



" Peace be with yon, and with all mankind, is the 
earnest hope of your 

R. S." 

My father having ceased to reside at Oxford, and 
having no longer hia aunt's house as a home, was 
compelled now to find some means of supporting 
himself; and Mr. Coleridge being in the same pre- 
dicament, they detemuned upon giving each a course 
of public lectures. Mr. Coleridge selected political 
and moral subjects; my father, history, according to 
the following prospectus: — 

" Bobert Southey, of Balliol College, Oxford, pro- 
poses to read a course of Historical Lectures, in the 
following order: — 

Ist. Introductory: on the Origin and Prepress of 
Sotuety. 

2nd. Legislation of Solon and Lycui^ns. 

3rd. State of Greece from the Persian Wat to the 
Dissolution of the Achuan League. 

4th. Bise, Progress, and Decline of the Eoman 
Empire. 

Sth. Progress of Christianity. 



ciq mod t, Google 



JEfliT. Bl. OF SOBEET SODTHET. 235 

6th. Manners oad Imiptione of the Northern 
Natiooa. Growth of the European States. Feudal 
System. 

7th. State of the Eastern Empire, to the Capture 
of Constantinople by the Turks ; including the Bise 
and Progress of the Mohammedan Beligion, and the 
Crusades. 

8th. History of Europe, to the Abdication of the 
Empire hy Charles the Fifth. 

9th. History of Europe, to the Establishment of 
the Independence of Holland. 

10th. State of Europe, and more particularly of 
England, from the Accession of Charles the First to 
the Kevolution in 1688. 

11th. Progress of the Northern States. Histwy 
of Europe to the American War. 

12th. The American War. 

Tickets for the whole course, 10s. 6d,, to be had of 
Mr. Cottle, Bookseller, High Street." 

Of these lectures I can find no trace among my 
father's papers. Mr. Cottle states that they were 
numerously attended, and "their composition greatly 
admired." My father thus alludes to them at the 
time in a letter to his brother Thomas: — " I am giving 
a course of Historical Lectures, at Bristol, teaching 
what is right by showing what is wrong; my com- 
pany, of course, is sought by all who love good 
republicans and odd characters. Coleridge and I 
are daily engaged. .... John Scott baa got me a 
place of a guinea and a half per week, for writing in 
some new work called The Citizen, of what kind 
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I know not, eave that it accords with my principles : 
(of this I daily expect to hear more. 

" If Coleridge and I can get 150/. a-year between 
us we purpose marrying, and retiring into the coantry, 
as our literaiy business can be c^ried on there, and 
practiung agriculture till we can nuse money for 
America — still the grand object in view. 

" So I have cut my cable, and «n drifting on the 
ocean of life — the wind is ftur and the port of hap- 
pmeea I hope in view. It is possible that I may be 
called upon to publish my Historical Lectures ; this I 
eh^ be unwilling to do, as they are only splendid 
declmnation." " 

The delivery of these lectures occupied several 
months; but the employment they furnished did not 
prevent occasional fits of despondency, although his 
naturally elastic mind soon shook them off. He 
seems to have purposed paying a viait to his ii-ieoda 
at Brixton at tins time, but it was not accomplished. 
To this he refers in the following curious letter : — 



To Grotvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

» Maj 27. 1799. 
** My dear Grosvenor, 

" You and Wynn could not more enjoy the idea 
of seeing me than I anticipated being with you ; as 
for coming now, or fixing any particular time, it may 
not be. My mind, Bedford, is very languid ; I dare 
not aay I will go at any fixed period ; if you knew 
the fearful amdety with which I sometimes hide 

• March 21. 1795. 
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myself to avoid an invitation, you woujd perhaps 
pity, perhaps despise me. There is a very pleasant 
family here, literaiy and accomplbhed, that I have 
almost offended by never calling on. Coleridge is 
there three or four times in the course of the week ; 
the effort to join in conversation is too piunful to me, 
and the torpedo coldness of my phixmahogany has no 
right to chill the circle ; by the by, my dear Gros- 
venor, if you know any artist about to piunt a group 
of banditti, I shall be very fit to sit for a young cub 
of ferocity ; I have put on the look at the glass eo as 
sometimes to frighten myself. .... 

" Well, but there is no di£Sculty in discovering 
the assiduities of affection ; the eye is very eloquent, 
and women are well skilled in its language. I asked 
the question. Grosvenor, yon will love your uster 
Edith. I look forward with feelings of delight that 
dim my eyes to the day when she will expect you, as 
her brother, to visit us — brown bread, wild Welsh 
raspberries, heigh hoi this school-boy anticipation 
follows us through life, and enjoyments uniformly dis- 
appoint expectation. .... 

" Poetry softens tiie heart, Grosvenor. No man 
ever tagged rhyme without being the better for it. I 
write but little. The task of correcting Joan is a very 
great one ; but as the plan is fundamentally bad, it is 
necessary the poetry ^ould be good. The Convict, 
for which you asked, is not worth reading, I think 
of sometime rewriting it. If I could be with yoa 
another eight weeks, I believe I should write another 
epic poem, so essential is it to be h^ply situated. 
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" I flhall copy out what I liave done of Madoc 
and Bend you ere long ; you will find more Bimplicity 
in it than in any of my pieces, and of course it is the 
beat I shall study three works to write it — the 
Bible, Homer, and Ossiao. .... 

" Some few weeks ago I was introduced to Mr. and 
Mrs. Perkins: they were on a visit, and I saw them 
frequently ; he pleased me very much, for hig mind 
was active and judidous, and benevolence was written 
in every feature of his &ce. I never saw a woman 
superior to her in mind, nor two people with a more 
rational affection for each other. On their quitting this 
place, they urged me tu visit them at Bradford. A few 
days ^0, 1 was with my mother at Bath, and resolved 
to walk over to tea, — it is but six miles distant, and 
the walk extremely beautiful. I got to Bradford, and 
inquiring for Mr. Perkins, was directed two miles in 
the country, to Preshford ; my way lay by the side of 
the river; the hills around were well wooded, the 
evening calm and pleasant ; it was quite May wea- 
ther; and as I was alone, and beholding only what 
was beautifiU, and looking onto a pleasant interview, 
I had relapsed into my old mood of feeling benevo- 
lently and keenly for all things. A man was sitting 
on the grass tying up his bundle, and of him I asked 
if I was right for Freshford, he told me he was going 
there. ' Does Mr. Perkins live there ? ' ' Yes ; he 
buried his wife last Tuesday.' I was thunderstruck. 
* Good God I I saw her but a few weeks ago.' ' Ay, 
Sir, ten days ago she was as well as you are ; but she 
is in Freshford churchyard now ! ' 

" Grosvenor, I cannot describe to you what I felt; 
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the man thought I had loet a relation ; it was with 
great difficulty I could resolve on proceediDg to see 
him ; however, I thought it a kind of duty and went. 
— Gueas my delight on fining another Mr. Perkins, 
to whom I had heen directed by mistake I 

" You do not know what I enffered imder the 
impression of her death, at the relief I felt at dis- 
covering the mistake. Strange selfishness I — this 
man, too, had lost a wife, a yonng wife hut lately 
married, whom perhaps he loved; and I — I re- 
joiced at his loss, because it was not my friend! — 
yet, without this selfishness, man would be an animal 
below the orang outang. It is mortifying to analise 
our noblest aSections, and find them all bottomed on 
selfishness. I hear of thousands killed in battle — I 
read of the young, the virtuous, dying, and think of 
them no more — when if my very dog died I should 
weep for him ; if I lost you, I should feel a lasting 
affliction ; if Edith were to die, I should follow her. 

"I am dragged into a party of pleasure to-morrow* 
for two days. An hour's han^g would he luxury to 
me compared with these detestable schemes. — Party 
of pleasure I Johnson never wrote a better tale than 
that of the Ethiopian king. Here is the fire at home, 
and a great chair, and yet I must he moving off for 
pleasure. Groavenor, I will steal Cadman'sf long 
pipe, chew opium, and learn to be happy with the 
least possible trouble. 

* An Bcconnt of iMb poitj of plesnire it given ia Cottle's BemJnig- 
cences of Coleridge. Apparecllj the reality wss not more agreeaUa 
than the anticipation. 

f The name of a mutual acquaintance. 
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" Coleridge's remembrances to you. He is apply- 
ing the medidoe of argument to my misanthropical 
eyetem of indifference. — It will not do, a etrauge 
dreariDesB of mind haa seized me. I am indifferent 
to society, yet I feel my private attachments growing 
more and more powerful, and weep like a child when 
I think of an absent fnend. 

God bless you." 

A few weeks later he writes aguo in much afflic- 
tion at the death of his friend Seward. 



To Grotvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

» Briffiol, Jnne 15. 1795 

"Bedford — heiadead; my dear Edmund Seward I 
after ax. weeks' suffering. 

" These, Groevenor, are the losses that gradually 
wean us from life. May that man want consolation 
in his last hour, who would rob the survivor of the 
belief, that he shall again behold his friend I You 
know not, Grosvenor, how I loved poor E^dmund: 
be taught me all that I have of good. When I went 
with him into Worcestershire, I was astonished at 
the general joy his return occasioned — the very Ao^ 
ran out to him. In that room where I have so often 
seen him, he now lies in his coffin 1 

"It is like a dream, the idea that he is dead — that 
his heart is cold — that he, whom but yesterday 
morning I thought and talked of aa alive — as the 
friend I knew and loved — is dead 1 When these 
things come home to the heart, they palay it. I am 
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sick at heart ; and, if I feel tkus aaaUsly, what must 
hie sisters feel ? what his poor oM mother, whose life 
was wrapped up Id Edmund? I have seen her look 
at him till the tears ran down her cheek. 

" There ia a strange vacancj in my heart. The sun 
shines as usual, but there is a blank in existence to 
me. I have lost a friend, and such a one ! God 
bless you, my dear, dear Groavenorl Write to me 
immediately. I wiU try, by assiduous employment, 
to get rid of very melancholy thoughts. I am con- 
tinually dwelling on the days when we were t<^ther : 
there was a time when the sun never rose that I did 
not see SewanL It ia very wrong to feel thus ; it 
is unmanly. 

God blesa you 1 

ROBEBT SOUTHEY. 

" p. S. I wrote to Edmund on receiving your last : 
my letter arrived the hour of his death, four o'clock on 
Wednesday last. Perhaps he remembered me at that 
hour. 

" Grosvenor, I md a child ; and all are children who 
fix their happiness on such a reptile oa man ; — this 
great, this self-ennobled being called, man, the next 
change of weather may blast him. 

" There is another world where all these things will 
be amended. 

" God help the man who survives all hia frienda." 

The passionate grief to which this letter gave 
utterance did not pass lightly away. In the " Hymn 
to the Penalea," first printed in 1796, he alludes 
touchingly to lus dear friend deported ; and the fol- 
T OL. I. a 
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lowing very beiuitiful poem — which will be read 
with incrcAsed interest in connection with the subject 
which gave riae to it • — was written four years later. 

THE DEAD FRIEND. 
1. 

NoC to the grate, not b> the grsTe, mj Sou], 

Descend to contemplate 

Hie form that once woa dear 1 

The Spirit a not there 

Which kindled that de»d eje. 

Which throbb'd in that cold heart; 

Which in that motionleas hand 

Hath met Ihf friendly grasp. 

The Spuit is not there t 

It ia but lifeless, perishable Omh 

That mouldera in the grave ; 

Earth, ak, and water's ministering particles 

Now to the elements 

Resolved, their uses done. 



Often t^etbei have we talk'd of death i 

All doubtful things made clear ; 
How sweet it were with powers 

Such as the Chembim, 
To view the depth of Heaven 1 
O Edinnnd I thoa hast fiist 
Began the travel of Eternity 1 

I look upoD the stars, 

And think that thou ait there, 

Unfetter'd as the thought that followe thee. 



And we have often said how eweet it were. 

With unseen ministry of angel power. 

To watch the friends wo loved. 

Edmund [ we did not err I 

Sure I have felt thy presence 1 Tbon ban given 

A Urth to holy thonglit. 
But kept me from the work! uustaiu'd and pure. 
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EdmnDdl ve did not err t 

Oar be«t afieciionj here 

Tbrnan not like the toys of infBucy [ 

The Soul oalgrows them not ; 

We do not cast them off) 

Ohifitcouldheso, 

It were indeed a dreodliil thing to die [ 

i. 

Not to the Brave, not to the grave, mj Son), 

Follow ihy friend beloved 1 

Bat in tbe lonely hour. 

Bat in the eiening walk. 

Think thM he companies thy solitude ; 

Think that he holds with tbee 

Mjsterioas jntercooise ; 

And though remembrance nake a tear, 

There will be joy in grieC 

Weitiiwy, 1799, 

III the midst of these griefs and perplexities, a 
bright qK>t showed itself, in the laying of "what I 
may call, the foondation stone of my father's literary 
reputation. 

His poem of Joan of Arc, as we have seen, had 
been written in the summer of 1793, and he had for 
some time ardently desired to publish it; but, for 
want of means, was unable to do eo. Towards the 
doee of the following year it had been announced 
for publication by subscription ; but subscribers came 
slowly forward, and it seemed very doubtful whether 
a sufficient number could be obtiuned. Shortly after- 
wards, his acquaintance with Mr. Cottle commenced, 
For tbe result I will quote his own words, as comme- 
morating, in a very interesting manner, when he had 
almost Rrrived at the close of his literary career, that 
which may be called its commencement, and which 
was so important an epoch in his troubled early life. 
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" One eyening I read to him part of the poem, 
without any thought of making a proposal concerning 
it, or expectation of receiving one. He, however, 
offered me fifty guineas for the copyright, and fifty 
copies for my subscribers, which was more than the 
list amounted to; and the offer was accepted aa 
promptly as it was made. It can rarely happen, that 
a young author should meet with a bookseller as 
inexperienced and as ardent as himself; and it would 
be still more extraordinary, if such mutual indiscretion 
did not bring with it cause for regret to both. But 
this transaction was the commencement of an inti- 
macy which has continued without the slightest shade 
of displeasure at any time on either side, to the 
present day. At that time few hooks were printed 
in the country, and it was seldom, indeed, that a 
qnarto volume issued from a provincial press. A 
font of new type was ordered, for what was intended 
to be the handsomest book that Bristol had ever 
yet sent forth ; and, when the paper arrived, and 
the printer was ready to commence his operations, 
nothing had been done towards preparing the poem 
for the press, except that a few verbal alterations 
had been made. 

" I was not, however, without misginngs ; and, 
when the first proof sheet was brought me, the more 
glaring faults of the composition stared me in the face. 
But the sight of a well-printed page, which was to be 
set off with all the advantages that fine wove paper 
and hot pressing could impart, put me in spirits, and 
I went to work with good will. About half the 
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first book was lefl in its original state ; the rest of 
the poem waa recast, and recomposed while the print- 
ing went on. This occupied six months."* 

In this work of correction my father was now 
occupied, having laid aside " Madoc," which had 
been eommenced in the autumn of the previous year, 
for that purpose. Meantime, the scheme of Fantiso- 
cracy was entirely abandoned, and the arrival from 
Ijisbon of Mr. Hill changed the current of his 
thoughts " My uncle is in England," he writes to 
Mr. Bedford : " I am in daily expectation of seeing 
him ^ain. .... Grosvenor, when next I see you 
it will not be for a visit: I shall fix my residence 
near you to study the law 1 1 1 My uncle urges me 
to enter the church ; but the gate is perjury, and I 
am little disposed to pay so heavy a fine at the turn- 
pike of orthodoxy On seeing my uncle I 

shall communicate to him my intentions concerning 
the law. If he disapproves of them, I have to live 
where I can, and how I can, for fifteen months. I 
shall then be enabled to enter and marry. If he ap- 
proves, why then, Girosvenor, my first business will 
be to write to you, and req^uest you to procure me 
lod^ngB somewhere at Stockwell, or Newington, or 
any where as far from London, and as near your road, 
as possible. I cannot take a house tilt my finances 
will Bufier me to furnish it; and for this I depend 
upon my Madoc, to which, aflcr Christmas, I shall 
apply with aeuduity, always remembering John Doe 
and Bichard Roe. And now will you permit me, in 

■ Fre&eeto Joan of Arc, Collected Edition of Hie Poemi, 1837. 
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a volume of poems which go to the preaa to-morrow, 
to insert your ' Witch of Endor,' either with your 
name or initials, and to be corrector plenipotent? 
This b an office Coleridge and I mutually assume, 
and we both of tia have sense enough, and taste 
enough, to be glad of mutual correction. His poems 
and mine will appear together ; two volumes elegant 
as to type and hot-pressed paper, and for his, meo 
pericuh, they will be of more various excellence* 
than any one volume this country haa ever yet seen. 
I will rest all my pretensions to poetical taste on the 
truth of this assertion." f 

It docs not appear that this idea of publishing con- 
jointly with Mr. Coleridge was carried into effect, 
probably owing to a temporary estrangement, which 
now took place between himself and my father, in 
consequence of the latter being the first to abandon 
the Pantisocratic scheme. This had greatly disturbed 
and excited Mr. Coleridge, who was by no means 
sparing in his reproaches, and manifested, by the 
vehemence of bis language, that he must have felt 
for the time no common disappointment. 

My father's next letter to Mr. Bedford gives au 
interesting sketch of the progress of bis own mind. 

• In one of Mr. Coleridge's letters to my father (SepL IB. 1794), 
afler some Teibol criticism on several of his sonnets combined with 
much praise, ho thus prefaces tbe quotation of one of his own : — ' " I 
am ahnost ashamed to Write the following, it is so inferior. Ashamed I 
no Southed ; God knows mj heart I am ddigbttd to feel ;oa sapa- 
riov to me in genius as in Tirtue." Here woa an bcatourahle rivalry of 

t AugHsl aa, 179S. 
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To GhrotvenoT C, Bedford, Etq, 

" BMh, October 1. 1795. 

" I have been livbg over three years and a half 
in your letters, Grosvenorj with what variety of re- 
flections you may imagine, from the date of the 
' Flagellant,' through many a Yarious plan I You 
nfihed Collins, when you first eaw him after his 
residence at Oxford, if I was altered, and his ' No ' 
gave you pleasure. I have been asking myself the 
same question, and, alas ! in truth, must return the 
same answer. No, I am not altered. I am as warm- 
hearted and as open as ever. Experience never 
wasted her leaaons on a less fit pupil ; yet, Bedford, 
my nund is considerably expanded, my opinions are 
better grounded, and frequent self-conviction of error 
has taught me a sufficient degree of scepticism on all 
subjects to prevent confidence. The frequent and 
careful study of Grodwin was of essential service. I 
read, and all but worshipped. I have sin«e seen his 
fundamental error, — that be theorises for another 
state, not for the rule of conduct in the present .... 
I can confute bis prlndples, but all the good be has 
done me remains : 'tis a book I should one day like to 
read with you for our mutual improvement; when 
we have been neighbours bIx mouths our opinions 
will accord — a bold prophecy, but it will be fiil- 
filled. 

" My poetical taste was much meliorated by Bowles, 

and the constant company of Coleridge 

• • . . For religion, I caa confute the Atheist, and 
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baffle him with hie owd weapons; and can, at least, 
teach the Dcast that the arguments in favour of 
Christianity are not to be despised ; metaphysics I 
know enough to use them as defensive armour, and 
to deem them otherwise difficult trifles. 

" Yon have made me neglect necessary bnocese. 
I was busy with this huge work of mine, when your 
letters tempted me, and gave me an appetite for the 
pen; somehow they have made me low-spirited, and 
I find a repletion of the lachrymal glands. Apropos : 
do kill some dozen men for me anatomically, any 
where except in the head or heart. Hang all wars I 
I am as much puzzled to carry on mine at Orleans as 
our admirable minister is to devise a plan for the next 

campaign Pardonnez moil my republican 

royaUstI my philanthropic aristocrat. 

" I am obliged to Nares for a very handsome re- 
view. It ia my intention to write a tr^edy ; the 
subject from the Observer, — the Portuguese accused 
before the Inquisition of incest and murder, Ilead 
the story. 

" Madoc is to be the pillar of my reputation ; how 
many a melancholy hour have I beguiled by writing 
poetry ! . ..... 



"Mdaj, Oi^ober 9. 
" I found your letter on my arrival to-day. My 
uncle writes not to me, and I begin to think he is so 
displeased at my rejecting a good settlement, for the 
foolish prejudice I have against perjuring myself, that 
he gives me up. Aussi bien ! so be it, any thing but 
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this terrible suspense. ZoQuds, Grosvenor, Buapenae 
shall be the sahject of my tr^edj. Indeed, indeed, 
I have often the heartache. Cannot you come to 
Bath for a week ? I have so much to say to you, 
and I will never quit Edith : every day endeai^ her to 
me. I am as melancholy here at Bath as you can 
imagine, and yet I am very Ettle here ; not two daya 
in the week : the rest I pass with Cottle that I may 
be near her. Cottle offered me his house in a letter 
which you shall see when we meet, and for which he 
will ever hold a high place in your heart. I bear a 
good face, and keep all uneasiness to myself: indeed, 
the port is in view, and I must not mind a little sick- 
ness on the voyage. 

Bedford, I have beheld that very identical tiger. 
There's a grand hexameter for you I 

" Bedford, I have beheld that very identical tiger 
who Btopt the mail coach on the king's highway, not 
having the fear of God and the kinff before his eyes, 
—no, nor of the guard ajid his bluHderhuss. What 
a pity, Grosvenor, that that blunderbuss should be 
levelled at you ! how it would have sfrwcA a Demo- 
crat ! Never mind, 'tis only & flash, and you, hke a 
fellow whose uttermost upper grinder is being torn out 
by the roots by a mutton-fisted barber, will grin 
and endure it. 

" Gmety suits ill with me ; the above extempore 
wittidsms are as old aa six o'clock Monday morning 
last, and noted down in my pocket-book for you. 
" God bless you ! Good night. 
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"Oct 10. 
" I viaited Hannali More, at Cowslip Green, on 
Monday last, and seldom have I lived a pleasanter 
day. She knew my opiniona, and treated them with 
a flattering deference ; her manners are mild, her in- 
formation considerable, and her taste correct. There 
are five sisters, and each of them would be remarked 
ia a mixed company. Of Lord Orford they spoke 
very handsomely, and gave me a better opinion of 
Wilberforce than I was accustomed to entertain. 
They pay for and direct the education of 1000 poor 
children ; and for aristocracy, Hannah More is mach 
such an ariatocrat as a certain Mend of mine. 

God love you, my dear friend I 

EOBEBT SOUTHET." 

The long expected, and perhaps somewhat dreaded 
meeting with Mr. Hill soon took place; but there 
was no diminution of kindness on his part, notwith- 
standing the great disappointment he felt at his 
nephew's determination not to enter the church, in 
which it would have been in his power iuunediately 
and effectually to have assisted him. He no'w seems 
to have given up all hope of prevailing upon him to 
change his resolution ; and it w^ soon arranged that 
my father should accompany him to Lisbon for a few 
months, and then return to England, in order to 
qualify himself for entering the legal profession. Mr. 
Hill's object in this was partly to take him out of the 
arena of political discussion into which he had thrown 
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himself b^ his lectures, and bring him round to more 
moderate views, and also to wean him if possible 
from what he considered an " imprudent attach- 
ment" In the former object he partly succeeded ; 
in attempting to gain the latter, he had not under- 
etood my father's character. He was too deeply and 
sincerely attached to the object of his choice to be 
lightly turned from it ; and the similarity of het 
worldly circumstances to his own would have made 
him consider it doubly dishonourable even to post- 
pone the fulfilment of his engagement 

This matter, however, he does not appear to have 
entered into with his uncle. He consented to accom- 
pany him to Lisbon, and thus communicates his 
resolution to his constant correspondent : — 



To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"Oct 23. 179S. 

" And where, Grosvenor, do you suppose the fates 
have condemned me for the next six months ? — to 
Spain and Portugal I Indeed, my heart is very 
heavy. I would have refused, hut I was weary of 
incessantly refusing all my mother's wishes, and it is 
only one mode of wearing out a period that must be 
unpleasant to me anywhere. 

" I now know neither whea I go, nor where, ex- 
cept that we cross to Coruna, and thence by land to 
Lisbon. Cottle is delighted with the idea of a 
volume of travels. My Edith persuades me to go, 
and then weeps that I am going, though she would 
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not permit me to stay. It is well that my mind ia 
never unemployed. I have about 900 lines, and half 
a preface yet to compose, and this I am resolved to 
finish by Wednesday night next. It is more than pro- 
bable that I shall go in a fortnight. - 

" Then the advantugeoua possibility of being cap- 
tured by the French, or the atill more agreeable 

chance of goiag to Algiers Then to ^ve my 

inside to the fishes on the road, and carry my outside 
to the bugs on my arrival; the luxury of sleeping 
with the mutes, and if they should kick in the night. 
And to travel, Grosvenor, with a lonely heart ! . . . . 
When I am returned I shall be glad that I have been. 
The knowledge of two languages ia worth acc[uiring, 
and perhaps the climate may agree with me, and 
counteract a certain habit of skeletonisation, that 
though I do not apprehend it will hasten me to the 
worms, will, if -it coatinues, certainly cheat them of 
their supper. .... We will write a good opera ; 
my expedition will teach me the costume of Spain. 

" By the bye I have made a discovery respecting 
the story of the ' Mysterious Mother.' Lord O. tells 
it of Tillotson : the story ia printed in a work of 
Bishop Hall's, 1652 ; he heard it from Perkins (the 
clergyman whom Fuller calls an excellent chiruigeon 
at jointing a broken soul ; he would pronounce the 
word ' damn ' with such an emphasis as left a doleful 
echo in lus auditors' ears a good while after. War- 
ton-like I must go on with Perkins, and give you an 
epigram. He was lame of the right hand : the Latin 
is as blunt aa a good-humoured joke need be : — 
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and all this in a parentheBis). Hall adds that he 
afterwards discovered the story in two German an- 
thora, and that it really happened in Crermany. If 
you hare not had your transcription of the tragedy 
bound, there is a curious piece of information to annex 
to it .... I hope to become master of the two 
languages, and to procure some of the choicest au- 
thors ; from thdr {niscellanies and collections that I 
cannot purchase, I shall transcribe the best or 
favourite pieces, and translate, for we have little 
literature of those parts, and these I shall request 
some person fond of poetry to point out, if I am for- 
tunate enough to find one. Maia kilos ! Ten doute, 
as well as you, and fear me I shall be friendless for 
six months I 

" Grosvenor, I am not happy. When I get to bed, 
reflection comes with solitude, and I thintc of all the 
objections to the journey; it is right, however, to 
look at the white side of the shield. The Algerines, 
if they should take me, it nught make a very pretty 
subject for a chapter in my Memoirs ; hut of this I 
am very sure, that my biographer would like it better 
than I should. 

" Have you seen the ' Moeviad ? ' The poem is not 
equal to the fonner production of the same author, 
but the spirit of panegyric is more agreeable than 
that of satire, and I love the man for his lines to his 
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owD friends ; there ia on imitation of Otium Divos, 
\ery eminentlj beautiful. Merry lias been satirised 
too much, and prused too mQch. , , , . 

" I am in hopes that the absurd fastuon of weariog 
powder has remved its death-blow ; the scarcity we 
are threatened with (and of which we have as yet ex- 
perienced only a very slight earnest) renders it now 
highly criminal, I am glad you are without it. 

God blcBS you I 

BOBEBT SOUTHEY." 

When the day was fixed for the travellers to 
depart, my father fixed that also for bis wedding-day ; 
and on the I4th of Kovember, 1795, was united at 
Badclift church, Bristol, to Bdith Fricker. Imme- 
diately after the ceremony they parted. My mother 
wore her wedding-ring hung round her neck, and 
preserved her muden name until the report of the 
marriage had spread abroad. The following letters 
will explain these drcumstances, and fill up the in- 
terval until his return : — 



To Grosoenor C, Bedford, Eiq. 

- KoT. SI. 179S. Nan Swiiliin, near St Columba. 

*' Grosvenor, what should that necromancer deserve 

who could transpose our souls for half an hour, and 

make each the inhabitant of the other's tenement ? 

There are so many curious avenues in mine, and eo 
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many closets in yours, of which you have never sent 
me the key. 

" Here I ftm, in a huge and handsome mansion, not 
a finer room in the county of Cornwall than the one 
in which I write ; and yet have I been silent) and 
retired into the secret cell of my own heart. This 
day week, Bedford t There ia a BometMng in the 
bare name that is now mine, that wakens sentiments 
I know not how to describe : never did man stand 
at the altar with such strange feelings as I did. Can 
you, Groavenor, by any effort of imagination, shadow 
out my emotion ? . . . She returned the pressure of 

myh^d, and we parted in silence. Zounds! what 

have I to do with supper I 

" Not. 32. 

" I love writing, because to write to a dear &iend 
is like escaping from prison. Grosvenor, my mind is 
confined here ; there is no point of ^mihirity between 
my present companions and myself. But, ' If I havo 
freedom in,' &c. : you know the quotation.* 

" This is a foul country : the tinmen inhabit the 
most i^reeable part of it, for they live underground. 
Above it is most dreary ; desolate. My sam culotte^f 
like Johnson's in Scotland, becomes a valuable piece 

• " Stons walla do not a prison make, 

Kor iron bars b cage ; 
Minds innocent and qoiet take 
liial for an hermitage. 

" If I have fi^edom in mj 1ot«^ 
And in my Bonl am fi-ee, 
Angela alone, that soar above, 
Enjojr mch Ubertf." 

Loe^ae/a FooM, 
t Bii walUiig itick. 
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of timber, wad I a most dull and auUeoly nleat 
fellow; Buch effects has place I I wonder what 
Mr. Hoblyn thinke of me. He mentioned that he 
had seen my poems in the B. Critic. My uncle 
answered, ' It is more than I have.' Never had man 
so many relations so little calculated to inspire con^ 
fidence. My character ia open, even to a fault. 
Guess, Groaveoor, what a Kamschatka climate it muet 
be to freeze up the flow of my thoughts, which you 
have known more frisky than your spruce beer I 

" My bones are very thinly cushioned with fleidiy 
and the jolting over these rough roada has made 
them very troublesome. Bedford, they are at this 
moment uttering aristocracy, and I am silent. Two 
whole days was I imprisoned in stage coaches, cold 
as a dog's nose, hungry, and such a sinking at the 
heart as you can little conceive. Should I be drowned 
on the way, or by any other means take possession 
of that bouse where anxiety never intrudes, there 
will be a strange page or two in your life of nie. 

" My Joan of Arc must by this time be printed : 
the first of next month it comes out. To me it looks 
Uke something that has concerned me, but from which 
my mind is now completely disengaged. The sight 
of pen and ink reminds me of it. You will little Uke 
some parts of it. For me, I am now satisfied with 
the poem, and care little for its success. 

" You supped upon Godwin and oysters, with Car- 
lisle. Have you, then, read Godwin, and that with 
attention P Give me your thoughts upon hia hook ; 
for fimlty as it is in many parts, there ia a mass of 
truth in it that must make every toon think. God- 
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win, as a man, ie Tery contemptible. I am afraid 
tliat most public characters will ill endure examine 
tion in tbeir private lives ; — to venture upon so large 
a theatre much vanity is necessary, and vanity is the 
bane of virtue — 'tis a foul upas tree, and no healing 
herb but withers beneath its shade — what, then, had 
I to do with publishing? This, Grosvenor, is a 
question to which I can give myself no self-satisfying 
solution. For my Joan of Arc there is an obvious 
reason ; here I stand acquitted <^ anything like va- 
nity or presumption. Grosvenor, what motive created 

the F. ? certainly it was not a bad one 

" The children in the next room are talking — a 
harpsichord not far distant annoys me grievously — ■ 
but then there are a large company of rooks, and 
their croak is always in unison with what is going on 
in my thorax. I have a most foul pain suddenly 
seized me there. Grosvenor, if a man could but 
make pills of philosophy for the mind ! but there is 
only one kind of pill that will cure mental disorders, 
and a man must be labouring under the worst before 
he can use that. .... i am waiting for the packet, 
and shall be here ten days. Direct to me at Miss 
Kussell's, Falmouth : there I shall find your letters : 
and remember, that by writing you will give some 
pleasure to one who meets with very little. 
Farewell ! 

Yours, 

E. S." 
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To Joseph Cottle, Esq. 

" Falmouth, 1795. 

** My dear Friend, 

" I have leomt from Lovel the news from Bristol, 
public as well aa private, and both of an interesting 
nature. My marriage is become pnblic You know 
my only motive for wishing it otfaerwiee, and must 
know that its publicity can give me no concern. I 
have done my duty. Perhaps you may hardly think 
my motives for marrying at that time sufficiently 
strong. One, and that to me of great weight, I be- 
lieve was never mentioned to you. There might 
have arisen feelings of an unpleasant nature, at the 
idea of receiving support from one not legally a hus- 
band; and (do not show this to Edith) ^ould I 
perish by shipwreck, or any other casoalty, I have 
relations whose prejudices would then yield to the 
anguish of affection, and who would love, dierish, and 
yield all possible consolation to my widow. Of such 
an evil there is but a possibility : but agtunst possi- 
bility it was my duty to guard. .... 
Farewell] 

Yours sincerely, 

EOBEBT SODTHET." 

To Groivenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"29 Nov. 1795, 
" Bedford, onr summons arrived this morning, the 
vessel goes Tuesday, and when you recMve this I 
shall be casting up my accounts with the fishes. 
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" GroBTcnor, yoa have my will, if the ship foimderB, 
or any other chance sends me to supper. All my 
papers are yours: part are with my mother, and 
part with Edith. Belie worship la founded upon 
human flings, and you will value them. There is 
little danger of acddents, but there cim be no harm 
in these few lines. All my letters are at your dis- 
posal ; and if I be drowned, do not you be surprised 
if I pay you a visit ; for if permitted, and if it can be 
done witJiout terrifying or any ways injuriug you, I 
certainly will do it. 

" But I shall visit you in proprid pertond in the 
summer. 

" Would you had heen with me on the I4th I 'twas 
a melancholy day, yet mingled with such feelings. 

" You will get a letter from Madrid — write you 
to Lisbon. I expect to find letters there, and this 
expectation will form the pleasantest thought I shall 
experience in my journey. 

" I should like to find your Musteus at Bristol on 
my return; if you will direct it to Miss Fricker 
(beighho ! Grosvenor), at Mr. Cottle's, High Street, 
Bristol, he will convey it to her ; and, I believe, next 
to receiving anything from me, something for me 
and from my friend, will be the most agreeable oc- 
currence during my absence. I give you this direc- 
tion as it will be sure to reach her. Edith will be as 
a pariour boarder with the Miss Cottles (his ^ters), 
two women of elegant and accomplished manners. 
The eldest lived as governess in Lord Derby's family a 
little while ; and you will have some opinion of them 
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when I Bay that they make even bigotry tuniable. 
They are very rel^ous, and the eldest (who is but 
twenty-three) wished me to read good books — the 
advice comes from the heart: she thinks very highly 
of me, but &ncies me irreligious, because I attend no 
place of worship, and indulge speculations beyond 
reason. 

" God bless and prosper you, and grant I may find 
you as h^py on my amral as I hope and expect 
to be.. 

Yours sincerely, 

KPBEBT SOUTHBT." 



" Falmonth, Monday eTemn& 

" Well, Grosvenor, here I am, wtuting for a wind. 
Yonr letter arrived a few hours before me. . . . , 
Edith you will see and know and love ; but her virtues 
are of the domestic order, and you will love her in 
proportion as you know her. I hate your dafiydown- 
cUUy women, aye, and men too; — the violet ia ua- 
gaudy in the appearance, though a sweeter flower 
perfumes not the evening gale. 'Tie equally her wish 
to see you. Oh ! Girosvenor, when I think of our 
winter evenings that will arrive, and then look at 
myself arrayed for a voyage in an inn parlour I I 
scarcely know whether the tear that starts into my 
eye proceeds from anticipated pleasure or present 
melancholy. I am never comfortable at an inn; 
boughten hospitalities are two ill connected ideas. 
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Grosvenor, I half shudder to think that a plank only 
will divide the husband of Edith from the unfathomed 
ocean! and did I believe its efficacy) conld bum a 
hecatomb to Neptune nith as much devotion as ever 
burned or smoked in Fhaeacia. 

Farewell I 

Robert SonxHET." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

LETTBBS TO MB. LOVSL AUD HB. BBDTOBII I 



The two following letters are the only ones written 
from Lisbon at this time that I shall la; before the 
reader. A series of descriptive letters, written 
during a subsequent and longer vmt to that country, 
will appear in the next volume. 

To Robert Looel 

"Fd>. 19. 1796. 
" I have an invincable dislike to saying the same 
things in two different letters, and yet you must own 
it is no easy matter, to write half a dozen difierent 
ones, upon the same subject. I am at Lisbon, and 
therefore all my friends expect some account of 
Portugal ; but it is not pleasant to reiterate terms of 
abuse, and continually to present to my own mind 
objects of filth and deformity. By way of improving 
your English cookery, take the Portuguese receipt 
for dressing rabbits. The spit is placed either above 
the fire, below the fire, by the side of the fire, or in 
the fire ; (this is when they have a spit, and that is 
little better than an iron skewer, for they roast meat 
in B.jug, and boU it in a frying-pan ;) to know if it is 
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done they crack the joints with their fingers, and then 
lay it aside till it cools, then they seize the rabbit, 
tear it piecemeal with their fingers into raga, and 
fry it tip with oil, garlic, and aniseed. I have 
attempted sausages made of nothing but garlic and 
aniseed ; they cut off the rump of a bird always 
before they dress it, and neither prayers nor en- 
treaties can save a woodcock from being drawn oaA 

quartered. R ■ (who never got up till we were 

in sight of Corunna) lay in hia bed studying what 
would be the best dinner when we landed ; he at last 
fixed upon a leg of mutton, soles and oyster sauce, 
and toasted cheese — to the no small amusement of 
those who knew he could get neither, and to his no 
small disappointment when he sat down to a chicken 
fried in oil, and an omelet of oil and ^gs. He leapt 
out of bed in the middle of his first night in Spain, 
in order to catch the fleas, who made it too hot for 

Miss* remiuns in Lord Bute's stables, in Madrid : 
— she amused me on the road by devouring one ptur 
of horsehair socks, one tooth-brush, one comb, a 
pound of raisins, do. of English beef, and one ptur of 
shoes : Maber has as much reason to remember her. 
So you see Misa lived well upon the road. Tossed 
about as I have been by the convulsions of air, water, 
and earth, and enduring what I have from the want 
of the other element, I am in high health. My 
uncle and I never molest each other by our different 
principles. I used to work Maber sometimes, but 

* A favonrite dog. 
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here there is no one whom I am bo intimate with, or 
with whom I wish intimacy. Here is as much 
visiting and as little sodety as 70U can wish ; and a 
Bristol alderman m&j have his fill of good eating and 
drinking ; yet is this metropolis eapplied only ftom 
hand to mouth, and when the boats oannot come 
from Alentejo, the maxkets are destitute ; at this 
time there is no fuel to be bought I Barbary supplies 
them with com, and that at so low a rate, that the 
farmers do not think it worth while to bring thor 
c(Mii to market, so that the harvest of last year is not 
yet touched. They cannot grind the Barbary com 
in England : it is extremely hard, and the force and 
velocity of English mills reduce the busk as well as 
the gr^n to powder. I learnt all this from the Vice 
Consul, who has written much to Lord Grenville on 
the subject, and proposed damping the com previous 
to grinding it, so as to prevent the bran from pul- 
verising. Xiord Gr. has even sent for grindstones to 
Lisbon, in hopes they might succeed better. It is 
melancholy to reflect on' what s race possesses the 
fertile coasts of Barbary ! Yet are these Portuguese 
not a d^ree above them. You may form some idea 
how things are mantled in this country Irom the 
history of the present war : by treaty the Portuguese 
were to furnish the English with a certain number of 
ships, or a certdu sum of money ; and the Spaniards 
with troops or money ; the money was expected, 
but the Secretary of State, Mello, ai^ed that it 
was more politic to lay it out among their own 
countrymen, and make soldiers and sailors. The old 
boy's measures were vigorous; he sent for the 
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general of one of the provinces, appointed him com- 
mander in Brazil, and ordered him to be ready at an 
hour's notice ; but old Mello fell ill, and the general, 
after remiuning three months at Liebon (for during 
Mello's illnese the other party managed afiairs), he 
found no more probability of departing than on the 
first day, and he accordingly sent for his furniture, 
wife, and fiimily to Lisbon. Soon after they arrived 
the secretary recovered, — every thing was hurried for 
the expedition, — and the wife, family and furniture, 
sent home again. Mello fell ill again, every thing 
was Bt a stand, and the general once more called hie 
family to Lisbon. The old fellow recovered; sent 
them all home ag^n ; put everything in readiness, 
fell ill agEun, and died. The measures of the govem- 
ment have ever since been uniformly languid ; and, 
though the stupid hounds sent ships to Kngland, and 
troops to Spain, they never believed themselves at 
war with France till the French took their ships at 
the mouth of the river I 

" The meeting of the two Courts at Badajc» is sup- 
posed to have been political, and it was surmised that 
Spun meant to draw Portugal into on alliance with 
France: they, however, parted on bod terms. War 
with Spain is not improbable, and, if our minister 
knew how to conduct it, would amply repay the 
expenses of the execrable contest. The Spanish set- 
tlements could not re«st a well-ordered expedition, 
and humanity would be benefited by the delivery of 
that country from so heavy a yoke. There is a very 
seditious Spaniard there now, preaching Atheism and 
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laocracy ; one of Godwin's school ; for Godwin lias 
his pupile in Spiun. 

" I can Bee no paper here but the London Chronicle, 
and those every other day papers are good for notlung. 
Coleridge is at Birmingham, I hear ; and I hear of 
his projected < Watchman.' I send five letters by this 
post to Bristol, and two to London, — a tolerable job 
for one who keeps no secretary, I shall send four 
by the Magician frigate, and four more by the next 
packet. This is pretty well, considering I read very 

hard, and spend every evening in coropaDy. 

I know not why I have lost all relish for theatrical 
tunueements, of which no one was once more fond. 
The round of company here is irksome to me, and 
a select circle of intimate friends is the summum 
honum I propose to myself. I leave this country in 
April ; and, when once I reach England, shall cross 
the seas no more. O the super-celestial delights 
of the road from Falmouth to Launceston ! Yet 
I do believe that Christian, in the ' Pilgrim's 
Progress,' felt little more pleasure at his journey's 
end than I shall in traversing the lovely hills and 

plains of Cornwall John Kett was of great 

service to me in Spain, and will return to Eng- 
land, where, as soon as I shall have pitched my tent, 
I purpose burmng him a sacrifice to the house- 
hold gods, and inuming his ashes with a suitable 
epitaph. Then shall sans culotte be hung upon the 
wall, and I will make a trophy of my travelling shoes 
and fiir cap. I am now going out to dinner ; thea 
to see a procession ; then to talk French ; then to a 
huge assembly, from whence there is no returning 
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before one o'clock. O midnight! midnight t when 
a man does murder thee, he ought at least to get 
fiomething by it. 

" Here are most excellent wines, which I do in no 
small degree enjoy : the beet Port ; Bucellas of ex- 
quisite quality; old Hock, an old gentleman for 
whom I have a very great esteem ; Cape, and I have 
' good hope' of getting some to-day; and Malmeey 
such ae makes a man envy Clarence. 

" Farewell ! Love to Mrs. L. 

BOBEET SOUTBET." 



To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 



" I am bitterly disappointed at not finding * The 
Flagellant' here, of which I sent my only copy to my 
uncle. It was my intention to have brought it 
home agiun with me. You see, Grosvenor, this relic 
is already become rare. Have you received the ori- 
ginal Joan of Arc, written at Brixton, bound decently, 
&c. ? I left it with Cottle, to send with your copy : 
he has the transcript of it himself, which be be^ed 
with most friendly devotion, and, I believe, values 
as much as a monk does the parings of his tutelary 
saint's great toe nail. Is not the preface a hodge- 
podge of inanity ? I had written the beginning only 
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before I quitted BrietoL The latter iaya of my 
residence there, were occupied by concems too nearly 
intereating, to allow time for a collected mass of com- 
podtion; and you will believe that, after quitting 
Edith on Sunday evening, I waa little fit to write a 
preface on Monday morning. I never saw the whole 
of it together ; and, I believe, after making a few 
hasty remarks on epic poems, I foi^t to draw the 
conclusion for which only they were introduced. 
N'iinporte; the ill-natured critic may exercise ma- 
lignity in dissecting it, and the iHendly one his 
ingenuity in finding out some excuse. 

'* What has all this to do with Lisbon ? say you. 
Take a sonnet for the ladles, imitated from the Spa- 
nish of Bartolomi Leonardo, in which I have ^ven 
the author at least as many ideas as he has given me. 

" Nay, cleiDM cMi filthy mixture from thy hiur, 
And give the uatticked trcMes to the gale ; 
The Bun, as ligbtly <m the breeze they lail. 
Shall gild the bright brown locks : thy cheek i^ (air. 
Away tben with this aitificial hue. 
This blush eternal 1 lady, to thy face 
Nature hai given no imitoble grace. 
Why theae black spots obtinding on the view 
Tb» lily cheek, and these ear jewels too, 
TbU ape the barbaroos Indian's vanin' I 
Thou oeed'st not with that necklace there invito 



" Could you not swear to the author if you had 
seen this in the newspaper? Tou must know> 
Bedford, I have a deadly avei-sion to anything merely 
ornamental in female dress. Let the drese he as 
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elegant (Le, as simple) as possible, but hang on non^ 
«f your gewgaw eye-traps. 

" Do write to me, aDd pTomise me a visit at Bristol 
in the summer ; for, after I have retmned to Edith, 
I will never quit her agtun, so Uiat we shall remun 
there till I settle do^edly to law, which I hope will 
be during the next winter. 

" Frid^, stih. 

" Timothy Dwight (Bedford, I defy you or Mr. 
Shandy to physiognoniise that man's name rightly. 
What historian is it who, in speaking of Alexander's 
that, says they listened to one Timothy, a musician?) 
Timothy Dwight, an American, published, in 1785, 
tm heroic poem on the conquest of Canaan. I had 
heard of it, and long wished to read it, in v^n; but 
now the American minister (a good-natured man, 
whose poetry is worse than anything except his cri- 
ticism) has lent me the book. There certwnly is 
some merit in the poem ; hut, when Colonel Hum- 
phreys speaks of it, he will not allow me to put in a 
word in defence of John Milton. If I had written 
upon this subject I should have been terribly tempted 
to take part with the Canaanites, for whom I cannot 
help feeling a kind of brotherly compassion. There 
is a fine ocean of ideas floating about in my brun-paa 
for Madoc, and a high delight do I feel in sometimes 
indulging them till aelf-forgetfulness follows. 

" 'Tis a vile kind of philosophy, that for to-morrow's 
prospect glooms to-day ; Apropos, sit down when yon 
have no better employment, and find all the faults 
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you can in 'The Retrospect" agunst I return. It 
wants the pruning knife before it be re-publisbed. . 
. . . When I correct Joan, I shall call you in -^ not 
as plenipotent amputator — you shall niark what you 
think the warts, wens, and cancers, and I will take 
care you do not cut deep enough to destroy the life. 
The fourth book is the best. Do you know I have 
never seen the whole poem together, and that one 
book waa printing before another was begun? The 
characters of Conrade and Theodore are totally dis- 
tinct ; and yet, perhaps, equally interesting. There 
is too much fighting ; I found the battles detestable 
to write, as you will do to read ; yet there are not 
ten better lines in the whole piece than those be- 
ginning, — ' Of unrecorded name died the mean man, 
yet did he leave behind,' &c.t 

" Do you remember the days when you wrote 
No. 3. at Brixton? We dined on mutton chops and 

' "The Betroepect"irM published, among some poems by my 
father and Mr. Love), in the antomn of 1T94. 

t "Of niirecorded name 

The soldier died ; and jet he left behind 
One who then never said her daily prayers 
Of him forgetliil ; who to eveij tale 
Of the distant war lending an eager ear. 
Grew pale and ti'embled. At her cottage door 
Hie wretched one shall sit, and with fix'd eye 
Gaze on the path, where on bis parting steps 
Har last look bung. Nor erec °>i"ll she Imow 
Ber hosband dead, but cheriahiDg a hope, 
Whose felsehood inwardly she knows too well. 
Feel life itself with that false hope deca; ; 
And wake at night with niiserable dreaina 
Of his return, and weeping o'er her babe. 
Too surely think that soon that fatherless child 
Most of iu mother also be bereft." 

Joan of Art, 7th Boot 



ciq mod t, Google 



^TAT. 22. OP BOBEET SODTHET. 271 

egge. I have the note you wrote for Dodd* among 
your letters. I antitupate a very pleaaant eTenitig 
when you ahall show the cedar boxf to Edith. ' Oh, 
pleaaant days of fancy ! ' By the by, if ever you 
read aloud that part of the fifth book, mind that er- 
ratum in tlie description of the Famine, — 

' " with jealons eje. 
Hating a riiaTs look, tbe hiuband Udea 
His miKTsble meal." 

After I had corrected the page and left town, poor 
Cottle, whose heart overflows with the milk of 
human kindness, read it over, and he was as little 
able to bear the picture of the husband, as he would 
have been to, hide a morsel from the hungry; and, 
BUG periculo, he altered it to 'Each man amceals/ 
and spoilt the climax. I was very much vexed, and 
yet I loved Cottle the better for it 

" No, Grosvenor, you and I shall not talk politics. 
I am weary of them, and little love politicians ; for 
me, I ahall think of domestic life, and confine my 
wishes within tbe little circle of friendship. The 
rays become more intense, in proportion as they are 
drawn to a point Heighho ! I should be very happy 
were I now in Engluid: with Edith by tbe fireside, 
I would listen to the pelting itaa with pleasure, — ■ 
now it is melancholy music, yet fitly harmonizing with 
my hanging mood. 

" Farewell ! write long letters. 
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" P. S. In manj parta of Spain they have female 
shaven : the pn^r name of one should be Barbarcu" 

My father's visit to Lisbon did not exceed the 
anticipated time, — six months ; and his next letter to 
his friend is written in the first moments of joy on 
his return. 



1, May 15. 1796. 

« Thanks be to God, I am in England I 

" Bedford, you may conceive the luxury of that 
ejaculation, if you knov the miseries of a sea voyage ; 
even the stoic who loves nothing, and the merchant 
whoee trade-tainted heart loves nothing but wealth, 
would echo it. Judge you with what delight Bobert 
Southey leapt on terra firma. 

" To-night I go to Southampton ; to-morrow will 
past pains become pleasant 

*' Now, GrOBvenor, is happiness a sojourner on 
earth, or must man be cat-a-ninetiuled by care, until 
he shields himself in a shroud ? My future deatiny 
will not decide the problem, for I find a thousand 
pleasures, and a thousand p^ns, of which nine-tenths 
of the world know nothing. . . . Come to Bristol, 
be with me there as long as you can. I almost add, 
advise me there, but your advice will come too late. 

" I am sorry you could ask if you did wrong in 
showing Wynn my letter. I have not a thought secret 
from him. . . . My passage was very good, and I 
must be the best-tempered fellow in Great Britain, 
for the devil a drop of gall is there left in my bile 
bag. I intend a hymn to the Dii Fenatee. Write 
to me directly, and direct to Cottle. I have, as yet, no 
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wKero to choose my place of rest. I shall aoon have 
enough to place me above vant, and till that arrives, 
shall support myself in ease and comfort like a eUk 
worm, by spinning my own brains. If poor necessity 
were without hands as well as legs, badly would she 
be off. 

"Lord Somerville is dead, — no matter to me I 
believe, for the estates were chiefly copyhold, and 
Cannon Southey minded wine and women too much 
to think of renewing for the sake of tus heirs. . . . 
Farewell. 

" We landed last night at eleven o'clock ; left 
Lisbon on Thursday 5th, and were becalmed south 
of the rock till breakfast time on Saturday ; so that 
our passage was remarkably good." 

My father's visit to Lisbon seems chiefly to have 
been useful to him by ^ving him an acquuntance 
with the Spanish and Portuguese languages, and by 
laying the foundation of that love for the literature 
of those countries, which continued through life, and 
which he afterwards turned to good account. These 
advantages, however, could not be perceived at the 
time ; and, as be returned to England with the same 
determination not to take orders, the same political 
bias, and the same romantic feelings, as he left it, 
Mr. Hill felt naturally some disappointment at the 
result. 

His comments on his nephew's character at this 
time are interesting ; — " He is a very good scholar," 
he writes to a friend, "of great reading, of an asto- 
nishing memory : when he speaks he does it with 

VOL. L T 
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flaencyi with a great choice of words. He is perfectly 
correct in his behaviour^ of the most ezemphuy 
morals, and the best of hearts. Were his character 
different, or hia abilities not bo extraordinary, I should 
be the leas concerned about him ; but to see a young 
man of such talents ae he poeaesaes, hy the misappli- 
cation of them, loet to himself and to his family, is 
what hurts me very sensibly. In short, he has every 
thing you would wish a young man to have, excepting 
common sense or prudence." 

Of this latter quality my father poBeeased more 
than his uncle here gives him credit for. In oil his 
early difficuItieB, (as well as through life) he never 
contracted a single debt he was imable promptly to 
discharge, or allowed himself a ^ngle personid com- 
fort beyond his means, which, never abundant, had 
been, and were for many years, greatly strMtened j and 
from them, narrow as they were, he had already 
b^un to ^ve that assistance to other members of his 
family which he continued to do until hia latest years. 
It is probable, however, that Mr. Hill here chiefly 
alludes to his readiness to avow hie peculiar views in 
politics and reli^pon. 

Immediately on his return, my father and mother 
fixed themselves in lodgings in Brietol, where they 
remained during the ensuing summer and autumn. 
My father'a chief employment at this time was in 
preparing a volume of " Letters from Spain and Por- 
tugal" for the press ; and alec In writing occasionally 
for the Monthly Magazine. His own letters will 
describe the course of his occupations, opinions, and 
prospects daring thia period. The first of them al- 
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ludes to the death of hla brother-iiirlaw, as well as 
brother-poet, Mr. Lovel, who had been cut off, in 
the early prime of youth, during my father's absence 
abroad. He had been taken ill with a fever while 
at Salisbury, and travelling home in hot weather 
before he was sufficiently recovered, relapsed imme- 
diately, and died ; leaving his widow and one child 
without any provision. She (who, during my father's 
life, found a homo with him, and who now, at an 
advanced age, is a member of my household) is the 
sole survivor of those whose eager hopes once centered 
in Pantieocracy : one of the last of that generation 
so fast passing away from us I 

To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

-Majar. 179S. 

" Poor Lovel I I am in hopes of raising some- 
thing for his widow by publishing his best pieces, if 

only enough to buy her a harpsichord The 

poems will make a five-shilling volume, which 1 
preface, and to which I shall prefix an epistle to 
Mary LoveL Will you procure me some subscribers ? 
. . . Many a melancholy reflection obtrudes. What 
I am doing for him you, Bedford, may one day per- 
form for me. How short my part in life may be He 
only knows who assigned it ; I must be only anxious 
to dis«JiaTge it well. 

" How does time mellow down our opinions I Littla 
of that ardent enthu^asm which so lately fevered my 
■whole character remains. I have contracted my 
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sphere of action within the little circle of my own 
friende, and even my wishes seldom stray beyond it. 
A little candle will give light enough to a moderate- 
sized room ; place it in a church, it will only * teach 
light to counterfeit a gloom j ' and, in the street, the 
iirst wind extingiuBhes it. Do yoa underatand thia, 
or shall I send you to Quarles' Emblems ? 

" I am hardly yet ia order ; and, whilst that last 
word was writing, arrived the parcel containing what, 
through all my English wanderings, have accom- 
panied me — your letters. Aye, Grosvenor, our 
correspondence is valuable, for it is the history of the 
human heart during its moat interesting stages. I 
have now be8i>oke a letter-case, where they shall re- 
pose in company with another series, now, blessed 
be God, complete — my letters to Edith. Bedford, 
who will be worthy to possess them when we are 
goneP 'Qdi profanum vulgus;' must I make a 
Aineral pile by my death-bed ? 

" Would that I were so settled as not to look on to 
another removal. I want a little room to arrange 
my books id, and some Lares of my own. Shall we 
not be near one another ? Aye, Bedford, as intimate 
as John Doe and Bichard Boe, with whose memoirs 
I shall be so intimately acquainted ; and there are 
two other cronies — John a Nokes, and Jack a 
Styles, always like Gyas and Clonnthus, and the 
two kings of Brentfoi-d hand in hand. Oh I will be 
a huge lawyer. 

Come soon. My 'dearest friend' expects you with 
almost as much plensure and impatience as 

BOBERT SOUTHET." 
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To Grotvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"June 13. 1796. 

" I iiaTe declared v/ax aghast metaphyeice, and 
would push my arguments as William Pitt would 
liis successes, even to the extermination of the enemy. 
' Blessed be the hour I 'scaped the wrangling crew.' 

" I think it may be proved, that all the material 
and necessarian controversies are ' much ado about 
nothing;' that they end exactly where they began ; 
and that all the moral advantages said to result from 
them by the illuminated, arc fairly and more easily 
deducible from religion, or even from common sense. 

What of Carlisle's wings ? I believe my flying scheme 
— that of breaking in condors and riding them — is 
the best; or if a few rocs could be naturalised — 
though it might be a bard matter to break them. 
Seriously, I am very far from convinced that flying 
is imposeihie, and have an admirable tale of a Spanish 
bird for one of my letters, which will just suit Car- 
lisle. . . . Tea, your friends shall be mine, but it is 
we (in the dual number) who must be intimate. If 
Momus had made a window in my breast, I should 
by this time have had sense enough to add a window- 
shutter. London is not the only place for me : I 
have an unspeakable loathing for that huge city. 
*God made the country, and man made the town.' 
Now, as God made me likewise, I love the country. 
Here I am in the skirts of Bristol ; and in ten minutes 
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in a beautiful country ; and in half an hour among 
rocks and woodS) with no other compaaj than the 
owla and jackdawe, with whom I fraternise in soli- 
tude ; but London ! — it is true that you and Wynn 
vrill supply the place of the owls and jackdaws, but 
Brixton is not the country : the poplars of Fownall 
Terrace cannot supply the want of a wild wood ; and, 
with all my imagination, I cannot mistake a mile- 
stone for a rock : but these are among the m ovk 
(^' ^fup. It b within doors, and not without, that 
happiness dwells, like a vestal watching the fire of 
the Penates. .... 

" I have told you what I am about; writing letters 
to the world is not, however, quite so i^eeable as 
writing to you, and I do not love shaping a good 
thing into a good sentence. . . . Then for a volume 
of poems, and then for the Abridgment of the Laws, 
or the Lawyer's Pocket Companion, in fifty-two 
volumes folio I Is it not a pity, Grosvenor, that I 
should not execute my intention of writing more 
verses than Lope de Vega, more trage<He8 than 
Dryden, and more epic poems than Blackmore ? The 
more I write, the more I have to write. I have a 
Helicon kind of dropsy upon me, and crescit indulgens 
nM. The quantity of verses I wrote at Briston is 
astonishing ; my mind was never more employed ; 
I killed wasps, and was very happy. And so I will 
again, Grosvenor, though employed on other themes ; 
and, if ever man was happy because he resolved to 
be so, I will. . . . . 

Of Lightfoot it is long since I have heard anything. 
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" ' When blew the loud blast in the wr, 
So shrill, so Ml of woe. 
Unable such a voice to bear, 
Down fell Jericho." 

" Lightfoot, on the authority of some mm old book, 
used to assert the existence of a tune that would 
shake a wall down, hy insinuating its Bounds into the 
wall, and Tibrating so strongly as to shako it down. 
Now, Grosvenor, to those lines in the fourth book of 
Joan that allude to Orlando's ma^c horii, was I going 
to make a note, which, by the help of you and Light- 
foot, would have been a very quaint one, and by the 
help of Dr. Geddes, not altogether unlearned, not to 
mention great erudition in quotations from Boyardo, 
Ariosto, Archbishop Turpin, and Spencer. 

"Farewell, Grosvenor 1 Have you read Count 
Hmnfoid's Essays ? I am ashamed to say that I have 
not yet. Have you read Fawcett's Art of War ? With 
all the faults of Young, it poseesaea more beauties, 
and is, in many parts, in my opinion, excellent. 



To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"JnneSe. 1796. 

" Take the whole of the Spanish poem, it is by 
G^oi^e of Montemayor, addressed by Sireno to a 
lock of Diana's hair, whom, returning after twelve 
months' absence, he finds married to another. 
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'•Ah me, thoa rdic of that fiuthleu fnicl 
Sad changes have I Boffered «iiica that day, 
When in this ToUe; from her long loose hair 
I bore thee — relic of mj lore — awaj. 
Well did I then beliere Diana's truth, 
For soon tme lore each jealona care reprttam. 
And foodl; thought that never other joulh 
Should wanton with the mmden'i imbQaDd trease& 

' ■ There, on the cold clear Ezla'e breezf nde, 
Wj hand amid her ringlets wont io rove. 
She proffered now the lock, and now denied. 

With all the baby ptaTfaloesa of love. 
There the bise maid, with many an artihl tear, 
Made roe each rising thoaght of doubt discover, 
And vowed, and wept, till hope had ceased to fear. 
Ah me I beguiling like a child her lover. 

' ■ Witness thoo, how that fondest, falsest foir. 
Has aigfaed and wept on Ezla's sheltered shore. 
And vowed eternal tmth, and made me swear 
Mr heart no jealousy should harboor more. 
Ah I t«il me, could I but believe those ejea. 
Those lovelj eyes with tears my cheek bedewing, 
When the mute eloquence of tears and sighs 
I telt and tinsted, and embraced my min ? 

' ' So blse, and yet bo fair I so lair a mien 
Veiling so false a mind, who ever knew ? 
So tnie, and yet so wretched '. who has seen 
A man like me, so wretched and so true 7 
Fly fix>m me on the wind I for yon have seen 
How kind she was, how loved by her yon knew m». 
Fly, Sy I vain witness what I once have been, 
Nor da-^ nil wretched as I am, to view me I 

' > One evening, on the river's pleasant strand. 
The majd, too wcl! beloved 1 sat with me. 
And with her Hiiger traced upon the sand. 
Death for Diana, not iacpnstancy. 
And lovD beheld us from his secret stand. 
And mariced his triumph, laughing to behold me ; 
To see me trust a writing tra^ in sand, 
To see me credit what a woman told me.' • 



fether hod inserted it in his " Letlers from 

Ifaink, notwithstanding, the reader will not be displeased to see ii 
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" If yoo can add anytliing to the tereenesa of the 
concluaioQ, or the eunplicity of the whole, do it. The 
piece its^ is Tery beautiful. 

" My letters occupy more of my time and less of 
my mind than I could wiefa. Conceive Oaragantoa 
eating wood strawbenies one at a time, or green peas, 
or the old dish — pap with a fork, and you will have 
some idea how my mind feels in dwelling on desul- 
tory topics. Joan of Arc was a whole, — it was some- 
thing to think of every moment of solitude, and to 
dream of at night; my heart waa In the poem; I 
threw my own feelings into it in my own language, aye, 
and out ofonepartofit and another, you may find my 
own character. Seriously, Grosvenor, to go on with 
Madoo is almost necessary to my happiness : I had 
rather leave o£F eating than poetizing; but these 
things must be ; — I will feed upon law and digest it, or 
it shall choke me. Did you ever pop upon a sedi- 
tious ode in the ludicrous style, addressed to the can- 
nibals? It was in the Courier and Telegraph; a 
stray sheep marked Ciuus Gracchus, to which you 
may place another Bignature. 

" Grosvenor, I do not touch on anght interesting to- 
night. I am conversing with you now in that easy, calm, 
good-hiunoured state of mind, which is, perhaps, the 
tummum bonum, — the less we think of the world the 
better. .... My feelings were once like an ungovern- 
able horse; now I have tamed Bucephalus ; he retains 
his spirit and his strength, but they are made useful, 

and he shall not break my neck This is, indeed 

a change ; but the liquor that ceases to ferment, does 
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not immediately become flat, — the beer theo becomes 
fine) ftnd continues so till it is dead. 

" To-morrow Wynn comes ; shall I find him al- 
tered? Would that I were among you. If unre- 
mitting as^duity can procure me independence, that 
prize Bhall be mine. ChristiaD went a long way to 
fiing off his burthen in the Pilgrim's Progress. ... I 
doubt only my lungs ; I find my breath affected when 
I read aloud, but ezerciee may strengthen them. 

" When do you come? It was wisely done of the 
oM conjuror, who kept six princeaseB transformed into 
cats, to tie each of them fast, and put a mouse close 
to her nose without her being able to catch it. For 
the nearer we are to a good, the more do we neces- 
Barily de^re it, — the attraction becomes more power- 
ful as we approach the magnet. . . . 

" Do not despise G-odwin too much. ... He will do 
good by defending Atheism in print, because when the 
ailments are known, they may be easily and satisfac- 
torily answered. TellCarlisleto ask him this question, 
— if man were made by the casual meeting of atoms, 
how could he have supported himself without superior 
assistance P The use of the muscles is only attained 
by practice, — how could he have fed himself? how 
know from what cause hunger proceeded ? how 
know by what means to remedy the ptun? The 
question appears to me decisive. . . . Merry (of 
whose genius, erroneous ae it was, I always thought 
highly) has published the ' Pains of Memory ' ; a sub- 
ject once given me, and from which some lines in 
Joan of Arc are extracted. Farewell I 
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To Grotvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"July 17. 1796. 

"Beddea my letters I write for the MoDthly Mar 
gazine. Thia is a new job ; you may eaaily trace me 
there if it be worth your while. They give five 
guineas a sheet, but their aheets are eisteeo closely 
printed pages. I manufacture up my old rubbish for 
them, with a little about Spanish literature. I ahall 
be glad to get rid of all this. 

" So you abuse Anna St. Ives, and commend the 
Pucelle of the detestable Voltaire. Now, GroBvenor, 
it waa not I whosaid, 'I Aaueno^read thatbook;'— 7 
said — God be thanked that I did say it, and plague 
take the boobies who mutilated it in my abaence, — I 
said, ' I have never been guilty of reading the Pucelie 
of Voltaire.' Report speaks it worthy of its author — 
a man whose wit and genius could only be equalled 
by his depravity. I will tell you what a man, not 
particularly nice in his moral opinions, said to me 
upon the subject of that book, — ' I should think the 
worse of any man who, having read one canto of it, 
could proceed to a second.' .... Now, my opinion 
of Anna St. Ives is diametrically opposed to yours. 
I think it a book of consummate wisdom, and I shall 
join my forces to Mrs. Knowles, to whom I de^e 
you would make my fraternal respects. 



ciq mod t, Google 



284 HFB AND CORRESPOXDENCE .ffiTAT. 22. 

ing : — the double cacoeAes grow upon me every day ; 
and the physic of John Nokes, by which I must get 
cored, is sadly nauseous. IPimparte. I wish I were 
in London, for if industry can do anything for any- 
body) it shall for me. My plan is to study from five 
in the morning till eight, from nine to twelve, and 
from one to four. The evening is my own. Now, 
Groevenor, do you think I would do this, if I had a 
pigsty of my own in the country ? 

" So goes the world I There is not a man in it 
who is not discontented. However, if no man had 
more reason for discontent than you and I have, it 
would be already a very good world ; for, after all, I 
believe the worst we compltun of is, that we do not 

find mankind as good as we could wish 

Many of our mental e^ls — and Crod knows they are 
the worst — we make ourselves. 

" If a young man had his senses about him when 
he sets out in life, he should seriously deliberate, 
whether he had rather never be miserablei or some- 
times be happy. I like the up and down road best ; ■ 
but I have learned never to deepiae any man's opinion 
because it is different from my own. Surely, Gros- 
venor, our restlessness in this world seems to indicate 
that we are intended for a better. We have all of us 
a longing after h^pineas ; and surely the Creator 
will gratify all the natural desires that he has im- 
planted in us. If you die before me, will you viat 
me ? I am half a believer in apparitions, and would 
purchase conviction at the expense of a tolerable 
fri^t 

" George Burnett's uncle was for three months ter- 
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riblj afflicted by the Dightmare, — so much eo that, by 
being constantly disturbed, hits health was consider- 
ably impaired. One night he detemaiDed to lie awake 
and watch for HER. 



One night) he sayB, he determined to lie awake and 
watch for HER. At the n^al hour he heard 
HER coming up the stairs ; he got up in the bed 
in a cold sweat ; he hcaiMl HER come into the 
room J he heard HER open the curtain, and then 
-^ he leaped out of bed and caught HER by the 
hair before SHE — for SHE it was — could fell 
upon his breast. Then did this most incomparable 
hero bellow to John for a candle. They fought ; she 
pulled and he pulled, and bellowed till John came 
with a light; and then — she vanished immediately, 
and he remained with a handful of HER hair. 

" Now, Bedford, would you not have had that 
made into a locket? The tale, methinks, is no bad 
companion for your father's dream. The exploit of 
Mr. Burnett is far beyond that of St. Withold — 
though, by the by, he met the nine foals into the 
hatpin — and thet/ made a bargain. 

" I have written you an odd letter, and an ugly 
one, upon very execrable paper. By the by, if you 
have a Prudentiua, you may serve me by sending me 
all he says about a certain Saint Eulalia, who suf- 
fered martyrdom at Merida. I passed through that 
city, and should like to see his hymn upon the occ^ 
eion ; and if there be aaj good in it, put it in a note. 
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How mortifying is this confinement of yours I I had 
plaooed BO many pleasant walks, to be made so much 
more pleasant by conversation ; 

** For I )uTO mnch to tell thee, mnch to tsj 

Of the odd thingg we saw npon our joumej. 
Much of the dirt sad Tenain that luuiofed ns. 

And you should have seen my letters, before they 
went to prcBs, and annotated them, and heard the plot 
of my tragedy ; but now I I have a mortal aversion 
to all these disjunctive particles : but, and if, and yet, 

always herald some bad news I shall be 

settled in London, I hope, before Christman. I do 
not remember a happier ten weeks than I passed at 
Brixton, nor, indeed, a better employed period. God 
grant me ten such weeks of leisure once more in my 
life, and I will finish Madoc. 

God bless you. 

R. S." 



To Grosoenor C. Bedford, Eaq. 

"July 31. 1786. 
" Oh that you could bring Bristol to the sea I 
For as for bringing the sea to Bristol, that could not 
be done, as Trim says, ' unless it pleased God ;' and, 
ae Toby says, how- the devil should it ? I must 
not ask you to come to me, and I cannot come to you. 
.... For your club, I grant you a few hours 
once a fortnight will not make me worse ; but will 
they make me better? and if they will not, whj 
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should I quit the fireside P You will be in a state of 
requisition perpetually with me; and it seems you 
have bespoke a place in my heart for Carlisle, but I 
will not let in too many there, because I do not much 
like being obliged to turn them out. 

" Lenora ia partly borrowed from an old Engli«h 
ballad — 

" b there tkXsj room at joar head, WiUiBUl ? 
Is there IU17 room st jonr feet? 
Is there aaj room at jonr side, Willioni, 
Wherein I may creep ? 

" There's no room M my head, MargelMt, 
lliere's no room at my feet ; 
Tbere't no room at m; side, Margerett, 
Mf cofBn is made bo meet 1 " 

But the other ballad of Biirger, in the Monthly Ma^ 
ga^ne> is moat excellent. I know no commend- 
ation equal to its merit; read it ^in, Groavenor, 
and read it aloud. The man who wrote that should 
have been ashamed of Lenora. Who is this Taylor ? 
I suspected they were by Sayera. 

" Have you read Cat»l and Love ? In spite of a 
translation for which the translator deaerves hanging, 
the fifth act ia dreadfully affecting. I want to write 
my tragediea of the Banditti ^ 

" Of Sebastian, 

" Of Inez de Castro, 

" Of the Revenge of Pedro, 

"My epic poem, in twenty books, of Madoc 

" My novel, in three volumes, of Edmund Oliver. 

" My romance of ancient history of Alcaa. 

" My Iforw^fiaii tale of ' Harfagne. 
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"My Oriental poem of The DeatructioD of the 
Dom DanieL 
" And in caae I adopt Bouaseau'e system — 

" My Puns of Imagination. 

" There, Groevenor, aU. these I want to write ! 

OrOTTOTOi / 

" A comical Comiah curate, who saw me once or 
twice, has written me a quaint letter, and eent me a 
Bpecimen of his Paradise Found 1 1 1 1 

" Wynn wishes me to live near Lincohi's Inn, 
because, in a year's time, it will be necessary for me to 
be with a special pleader; but I wish to live on the 
other Bide of Westminster Bridge, because it will be 
much more necessary to be within an evening's walk 
of Brixton. To all serious studies I bid adieu when 
I enter upon my London lodgings. The law will 
neither amuse me, nor ameliorate me, nor instruct 
me; but the moment it gives me a comfortable inde- 
pendence — and I have but few wants, — then farewell 
to London. I will get me some little house near the 
sea, and near a country town, for the sake of the post 
and the bookseller ; and you shall pass as much of the 
summer with me as yoa can, and I will see you in 
the winter, —that is, if you do not come ^d live by 
me; and then we will keep mafitifis hke Carlisle, and 
make the prettiest theories, and invent the best 
systems for mankind ; aye, and become great philan- 
thropists, when wG associate only among ourselves and 
the fraternity of dogs, cats, and cabbages ; for as for 
poultry, I do not like eating what I have fed, and 
as for pigs, they are too like the multitude. There, in 
the culUvation of poetry and potatoes I will be inno- 
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cently employed, not but I mean to aspire to higher 
things ; aye, Grosvenor, I will make cyder and mead, 
and try more experiments upon wine than a London 
vintner ; and perhaps, Grosvenor, the &cst Christmas- 
day you pass with me after I am so settled, we may 
make a Christmas fire of all my law books. Amen, 
so be it. ... . 

" I hope to get out my Letters by Michaelmaa-day, 
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To Grotvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"BriKol, X-agast 29. 1796, 
bj the Bredde. 

" . . . . Do not liurt Uie polypi for the sake of 
trying expetimenta ; mangle the dead as much aa you 
please, but let not Carlisle dissect dogs or iiogfi aUve. 
Of all expeiimental sui^ieonB, Spallanwmi is the only 
iair one I ever heard of. He kept a kite, and gave 
him all his food in little bags tied to a long string 
which he used to pull ap ag^n to see the process of 
digestion ; now this was using the kite very ill, but 
he served himeelf in the same manner. 

" You will, perhaps, heat of me in Sussex, certiunly 
if you go to Kye, which is only ten miles distant 
&om Hastings. I wish you may see the Lambs. . . 
... I was a great favourite there once, more so than 
I shall ever be anywhere agtun, for the same reason 
that people like a kitten better than a oat, and a kid 
better than the venerable old goaL .... I have 
been very happy at Rye, Grosvenor, and love to re- 
member it; you know the history of the seventeen 
anonymous letters that Tom and I sent down the day 
before we went ourselves. * There is a windmill on 
the bank above the house : with the glass I used to 
tell the hour by Bye clock from the door ; which 
clook, by-the-by, was taken among the spoils of the 
Spanish Armada. 

" I hope you may go there. I wrote a good 
many bad verses in Sussex, but they taught me to 
write better, and you know not how agreeable it is 
iraa probably dniing 
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to me to meet with one of my old lines, or old ideasi 

in Joan of Arc If we were together now, we 

would write excellent letters from Portugal. I have 
h^un a hymn to the Penates, which will, perhaps, 
he the best of all my leaser pieces ; it is to conclude 

the volume of poems It is a great advantage 

to have a London bookseller : they can put off an 
edition of a hook however stupid *, and without great 
exertions in its favour, no hook, however excellent, 
will selL The sale of Joan of Arc in London has 
been very slow indeed. Six weeks ago Cadell had 
only sold three copies. .... 

" Would I were with you I for though I hate to 
be on the sea, I yet wish to pitch my tent on the 
shore. I do not know anything more delightful 
than to lie on the beach in the sun, and watch the 
riung waves, while a thousand vague ideas pass over 
the mind, like the summer clouds over the water; 
then, it is a noble situation to Shandeize. Why 
is it salt? why does it ebb and flow? what sort 
of fellows are the mermen? &c &c. : these are a 
thousand of the prettiest qnestions in the world to 
ask, on which you may guess away ad secula aecu- 
lorum — and here am I tormented by Mr. Boseer'a 
dilatory devils, and looking on with no small impa- 
tience to the time when I shall renounce the devil 
and all his works. 

" I am alxiut to leave off writing just when I have 
learnt what to write and how to write. ... I mean 
to attempt to get a tragedy on the stage, for the mere 
purpose of furnishing a house, which a successful play 
would do for me. I know I can write one^ — beyond 
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this all is mere conjecture, — it is, however, worth 
trying, for I find lodgbge very disagreeable. Lodge, 
however, I must in London, and you will be good 
enough to look out for me, I hope ere long, two roome 
on the Brixton eide the water. , 

" I have a thousand thinga to say to you. Long ab- 
eence seems to have produced no effect on us, and I 
still feel that perfect openness in writing to you, that 
I shall never feel to any other human being. Gros- 
venor, when we sit down in Shandy Hall, what pretty 
■peculations shall we make I You shall be Toby, 
and amuse yourself by marching to Paris, I will make 
systems, and Horace shall be Doctor Slop. 

" I have projected a useful volume, which would 
not occupy a month, — specimens of the early English 
poets, with a critical accotmt of all their works, — only 
to include the less known authors and specimena 
never before selected ; my essays would be historical 
and biographical, as well as critical. I can get this 
printed without risking anything myself, .... 
Yours sincerely, 

KS." 

To Gfrosvenor C. Bedford. Eta. 
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know it. There is a etate of complete mental torpor, 
very delightful, when the mind admits no sensation 
bat that of mere exbtence ; such a seneation I sup- 
pose plants to poeeese, made more vivid by the 
dewa and gentle nuns. To indulge in fanciful eya- 
tema is a harmless aolitary amuaement, and I expect 
many a pleasant hour will be thus wore away, 
GroBvenor, when we meet. The devil never meddles 
with me in my unemployed moments j my day dreams 
are of a pleasanter nature. I should be the happiest 
man in the world, if I poaeeseed enough to live with 
comfort in the country ; bat in thia world, we must 
sacrifice the best part of our livea, to acquire that 
wealth, which generally arrives when the time of en- 
joying it is past. 

" I ardently wish for children ; yet, if God shall 
bless me with any, I shall be unhappy to see them 
poisoned by the air of London. 



So smd John Donne; 'tis a favourite quotatioa 
of mine. My spirits always sink when I approach 
it. Green fields are my dehght. I am not only 
better in health, but even in heart, in the country. 
A fine day exhilarates my heart ; if it nuna, I behold 
the grass assume a richer verdure as it drinks the 
moisture : everything that I behold is very good, 
except man ; and in London I see nothing but man 
and his works. A country clergyman, with a tole- 
rable income, is aurely in a very enviable situation. 
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Surely we have a thousand thinga to transfuse into 
each other, which the lazy language of the pen cannot 
express with sufficient rapidity. Your illness was 
very unfortunate. I could wish once to show you 
tho pleasant spots where I have so often wandered, 
and the cavern where I have written so many verses. 
You diould have known Cottle, too, for a worthier 
heart you never knew. 

" You love the sea. Whenever I [ritcli my tent, it 
shall be by it. When will that be ? Is it not a vil- 
lainous thing that poetry will not support a man, 
when the jargon of the law enriches so many ? . . . . 
I had rather write an epic poem than read a brief. 

" Have you read St. Pierre P If not, read that 
most delightful work, and you will love the author as 
much as I da 

" I am as sleepy an animal as ever. The rain beats 
hard, the fire bums 1»igbt, 'tis but eight o'clock, and 
I have already begun yawning. Good night, Gro8- 
venor, lest I set you to sleep. My father always 
went to bed at nine o'clock. I have inherited his 
punctuality and his drowsiness. 

God blees you. 

BOBEBT SOUTHET. 
" I am the lark that sings early, and early retires. 
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To Grosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"Not. 21. 119B. 

" When do I come to London i A plain question. 
I cannot tell, ia aa plain an answer. My book will 
be out before Christmas, and I shall then have no 
further buoness in Bristol! yet, Bedford, this is not 
saying when I shall leave it The best answer is, as 
soon as I can, and the sooner the better. I want to 
be there. I want to feel myself settled, and God 
knows when that will be, for the settlement of a 
lodging is but a comfortless one. To complete com- 
fort, a house to oneself is necessary. .... How- 
ever, I expect to be as comfortable as it is possible to 
be in that cursed city, ' that huge and hateful sepul- 
chre of men,' I detest cities, and had rather live in 
the fens of Lincohishire or on Salisbury Plain than 
in the beet situation London could tiimish. The 
neighbourhood of you and Wynn can alone render it 
tolerable. I fear tlie tur will wither me up, like one 
of the miserable myrtles at a town parlour window. 
.... Oh, for ' the house in the woods and the great 
dog I' 

*' I already feel intimate with Carlisle, but I am a 
very snul in company, Grosvenor, and pop into my 
shell whenever I am approached, or roll myself ap 
like a hedgehog, in my rough out^e. It is strange, 
but I never approach London without feeling my 
heart sink within me ; aa unconquerable heaviness 
oppresses me in its atmosphere, and all its associated 
ideas are punfuL With a little bouse in the country. 
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and a bare independence, how much more useful 
should I be, and how much more happy I It is not 
talking nooaenae when I say that the London air ia 
as bad for the mind as for the body, for the mind is a 
cameleon that receives its colours from surrounding 
objects. In the country, everything is good, every- 
thing in nature ia beautiful. The benevolence of 
Deity is everywhere presented to the eye, and the 
heart participates in the tranquillity of the aceue. In 
the town my itoul is continually disgusted by the 
vices, follies, and consequent miseriee of mankind. 

."My future studies, too. Now, I never read a 
book without learning something, and never write a 
line of poetry, without cultivating some feeling of 
benevolence and honesty; but the law is a horrid 
jargon — a quibbling collection of voluminous non- 
sense ; but this I must wade through, — aye, and I 
will wade through, — and when I shall have got enongh 
to live in the country, you and I will make my first 
Chriatmas fire of all my new books. Oh, Grosvenor, 
what a blessed bonfire I The devil uses the statutes 
ftt large for fuel, when he gives an attorney his house 
warming. 

" I shall have some good poems to send you shortly. 
Tour two birthday odes are printed ; your name 
looks well in capitals, and I have pleased myself by 
the motto prefixed to them : it is from Akenside. 
Siall I leave you to guess it ? I hate guessing 
myself. 

"' Oh, m J MUul friend ! 
(Ml early cboeen [ erer fband the same. 
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" My Triumph of Woman is manufactured into a 
tolerable poem. My Hymn to the Penates will be 
the best of my miaor fueces. The B. B. Eclogues 
may possibly become popular. 

" Bead St. Pierre, Grosvenor ; and if you ever 
turn Pagan, you will certainly worship him for a 
demigod I want to get a tn^edy out, to fur- 
nish a house with its profits. Is this a practicable 
scheme, allowing the merit of the drama? or would 
a good novel succeed better ? Heighho ! ways and 
means I .... 

Yours sincerely, 

K. S." 
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CHAPTER V. 

QOE8 TO lAKDOH TO BTCST THB lulW. I:BTTBBS rBOU 

THEBCB. TAKSa 1.0DaiIiaS AT BDSTON 



3 HEKEFOBDSHIBE. 1797. 

Mt father continued to reside in Bristol until 
the close of the year 1796, chiefly employed, as we 
have aeen, in working up the contents of his foreign 
note-books into " Letters from Spain and Portugal," 
which were published in one volume early in 
the following year. This task completed, he de- 
termined to take up his residence in London, and 
fairly to commence the study of the law ; which 
he was now enabled to do through the true friend- 
ship of Mr. C. W. W. Wynn, from whom he received 
for some years from this time an annuity of 1601., 
— the prompt fulfilment of a promise made during 
their years of college intimacy. This was indeed 
one of those acts of rare friendship, — twice honour- 
able, — "to him that gives and him that takes it;" 
bestowed with pleasure, received without any painful 
feelings, and often reverted to, as the staS" and stay of 
those years, when otherwise he must have felt to 
the full, all the manifold evils of being, as he himself 
expressed it, " cut adrift upon the ocean of life." 
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How reluctantly he had looked forward to his 
legal Btudies, his past letters have shoTm ; nor did the 
prospect appear more pleasing when the antidpatioa 
waa about to be changed to the reality. 



To Grosvenar C. Bedford, Eiq. 

"Jan. 1.1797 
" So, Bedford, begins the year ihaX will terminate 
our correspondence. I mean to spend one summer 
in North Wales, studying the country for Madoc, 
and do not intend writing to you then, because yon 
shall be with me. And for all the rest of the days 
I look on to clearly, the view is bounded by the 
smoke of London. Methinks, like Camoens, I could 
dub it Babylon, and write lamentations for the 
• Sion ' of my birth-place, having, like him, no reason 
to regret the past, except that it is not the present ; 
it is the country I want. A field thistle is to me 
worth all the flowers of Covent Garden. 

" Kowever, Bedford, happiness is a flower that will 
blossom anywhere ; and I expect to be happy, even 
in London. You know who is to watch at my gate ; 
and if he will let in any of your club, well and good. 
" Time and experience seem to have assimilated 
us : we think equally ill of mankind, and from the 
complexion of your last letters, I believe you think as 
badly as I do of their rulers. I fancy you are mounted 
above the freezing point of aristocracy, to the tem- 
perate degree where I have fallen. . , , Methinks, 
GrroBvenor, the last two years have made me the 
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elder; but you know I never allow the aristocmcy of 
yean. 

" I have this day finished my Letters, and now my 
time is my own,— my ' race is run ; ' and periiapa the 
next book of mine which makes its appearance will 
be my * posthumous works t ' . . . . I must be on 
the Surrey ude of the water ; this will suit me and 
please you. I am familiar with the namei of your 
clnb, — shall I ever be so with themselves F Naturally 
of R reserved disposition, there was a considerable 
period of my life in which high spirits, quick feelings, 
and prindples enthusiastically imbibed, made me 
talkative ; — experience has taught me wisdom, and 
I am agEun as silent, as ielf-centeri>ig sa in early 
youth. 

" After the nine hours' law study, I shall have a 
precious fragment of the day at my own disposal ; 
now, Grosvenor, I must be a miser of time, for I am 
just as sleepy a fellow as you remember me at 
Brixton. You see I am not collected enough to 
write, — tins plaguy cough interrupts me, and shakes 
all the ideas in my brain out of their places. 

"Jan. J. 
" A long interval, Grosvenor, and it baa not been 
employed agreeably. I have been taken ill at 
BiistoL ... I was afhud of a fever. ... a giddiness 
of head, which accompanied the seizure, rendered me 
utterly unfit for anything. I was well nurst, and 
am well. . . . When I get to London I have some 
comfortable plans ; but much depends on the like- 
ability of your new friends : you eay you have en- 
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gaged some of them to meet me: now if you 
taught them to expect anythiog id me, they most 
owe their disappointment to you. Bememher that I 
am as reserved to others as I am open to you. Yon 
have seen a hedgehog roll himself up wheo noticed, 
even so do I shelter myself in my own thoughts. . . . 
« I have sketched out a tragedy on the martyrdom 
of Joan of Arc, which is ca{)able of making a good 
closet drama. My ideas of tragedy fiffer frmn those 
generally followed; there is seldom nature Plough in 
the dialogue. Even Shakespeare gets upon the stilts 
sometimes ; the dramatist ought rather to display a 
knowledge of the workings of the human heart than 
hia own ime^nation ; high struned metaphor can 
rarely be introduced with propriety — nmiles never. 
— Do you think I shall strip tragedy of all its orna- 
ments ? this, time must discover. Yet look on the 
dramatic parts of Joan of Arc ; they are the best ; — 
the dialogue is impasaoned, but it is natural. John 
Doe and Richard Roe must, however, form the chief 
personages in the last act of my life. Grosvenor, 
will it be a tragedy tv a comedy ? However, I will 
not now think of the catastrophe, but rat&er look on 
to the pleasant scenes when we shall meet. Fare you 
welL . . . 

Yours affectionately. 

In tiie course (rf the next month (February), my 
father went up to town for the purpose of fixing 
Imnself in some convenient situation for his legal 
studies. " Kow, my dear Edith," he writes from 



ciq mod t, Google 



302 LIFE AND CORBEaPOMDBHCE Mtat. S3. 

there, " am I of Gray's Inn ; wb'ere I this day paid 
twelve poundB fifteen shiUings for admission.* . . . 
Edith, you most come to me. I am not merely un- 
comfortable, I am unhappy without you. I rise 
in the morning without expecting pleasure &om 
the day, and I lie down at night without one wish 
for the morning. This town presents to me only a 

wilderness. ... I am just returned from ; they 

can receive ub for 401 a year : — two rooms, they are 
not large, but they are handsomely tumiehed, and 
there ia a good book-case, and every thing looks 
clean. 1 . . Direct to me at Mr. Peacocks, No. 20, 
Prospect Place, Newington Butts, near London ; but, 
my dear Edith, there is *uo prospect' in this vile 
neighbourhood." . . . And i^ain, a few days later, 
he writes in that playful and affectionate strain in 
which all his letters to my mother are couched, — 
" Groavenor has juat been talking of you. He was 
correcting an error in Musteus ; I had laid down my 
pen and begun one of my melodious whistlea, upon 
which he cried for mercy for God's sake, and asked 
if you liked my wlustling ; adding that he would 
spirit you up to rebellion if ever I did any thing you 
did not like. I said you had often threatened to tell 
Grosvenor Bedfonl Well, Edith, on the fifth day I 
shall see you once more; and you do not know with 
what comfort I think at lught, that one day more is 
gone. I do not misemploy the leisure I make here ; 
such books as, from their value, ought not to be lent 
from the library, I am now consulting, and appro- 
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prialing sudt of their contents as may be useful, to 
m^ red book. 

" . . . . Kicharda, I understand, was much pleased 
with me on Sunday. I was, as always in the com- 
pany of strangers, thoughtful, reserved, and almost 
silent. God never intended that I should make my- 
self agreeable to anybody. I am glad he likes me, 
however, — he can and will assist me in this ugly 
world." " 

The following letters will show the course of his 
London life during the few months he resided there 
at this tjme. 



To Joiepk Cottle. 

■ London, Teb. 179T. 
" My dear Friend, 

" I am now entered on a new way of life, which 
will lead me to independence. You know that I 
neither lightly undertake any scheme, nor l^htly 
abandon what I have undertaken. I am happy 
because I have no wants, and because the indepen- 
dence I labour to obtain, and of attuning whicli my 
expectations can hardly be disappointed, will leave 
me nothing to wish. I am indebted to you, Cottl^ 
for the comforts of my latter time. In my present 
utuation I feel a pleasure in eaying thus much. 

" As to my literary pursuits, after some considera- 
tion I have resolved to postpone every other till I 
have conduded Madoc. This must be the greatest 
• Feb. 18. 1797. 
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of all my works. The Btnicture is complete in my 
miad; and my mind is likewise stored witli appro- 
priate images. Sliould I delay it these images may 
become faioter, and perhaps age does not improve 
the poet. 

" l^iank God ! Edith comes on Monday next I 
say thank God I for I have nerei, since my return, 
been absent from her so long before, and wncerely 
hope and intend never to be so agiua. On Tuesday 
we shall bo settled; and on "Wednesday my legal 
studies begin in the morning, and I shall begin with 
Madoo in the evening. Of this it is needless to 
caution you to eay nothing, as I must have the cha- 
racter of a lawyer ; and, though I can and will unite 
the two pureuits, no one would credit the possibility 
of the union. In two years the poem shall be finished, 
and the many years it must lie by will afford ample 
time for correction. Mary* has been in the Orade ; 
also some of my sonnets in the Telegraph, with out- 
rageous commendation. I have declined b^ng a 
member of a Literary Club which meets weekly, and 
of which I had been elected a member. Surely a 
man does not do his duty who leaves Ins wife to 
evenings of solitude, and I feel duty and happiness 
to be inseparable. I am happier at home than any 
other society can possibly make me. 

God bless you t 
Yours uncerely, 

BOBERT SonTHET." 
■ Bia ballad of Mar? the Hidd of the Inn. 
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To Joiepk Cottle. 

"Loaian, March 13. 1797. 

" Perhaps you will Iw eurpiised to hear that, of all 
the lione or literati that I have eeen here there ia not 
one whose coimteDance has not eome impleaaant 
trait Mary Imlay'a* ia the best, infinitely the best : 
the only iault in it is an expression somewhat similar 
to what the prints of Home Tooke display — an 
expreeaon indicating superiority; not haughtiness, 
not sarcasm in Mary Imlay, but still it is unpleasant. 
Her eyes are light brown, and, though the lid of one 
of them is affected by a little paralysis, they are the 
most meaning I ever saw. . . 

" When I was with George Dyer one morning last 
week, Mary Hayes and Miss Christal entered, and 
the ceremony of introduction followed. Mary Hayes 
writes in the 'Monthly Magazine' under the signa- 
ture of M. H., and sometimes writes nonsense there 
about Hehetius. She has lately published a novel — 
' Emma Courtenay' ; a book much prised and 
much abused. I have not seen it myself, but the 
severe censures passed on it by persons of narrow 
mind have made me curious, and convinced me that 
it is at least an uncommon book. Mary Hayes is 
an agreeable woman, and a Godwinite. Now, if you 
will read Godwin's book with attention, we will con- 
sider between us in what light to consider that 
sectarian title. As for Godwin himself he has lai^ 

• The daughter of Mary WoUatonecroft. 
VOL. I. X 
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noble eyes, and a note — oh, most abominable nose ! 
Xianguage is not vituperalioua enough to deocribe the 
effect of its downward elongation.* He lovea Lon~ 
don, literary eodety, and talks nonseuBe about the 
collision of mind ; and Maty Hayes echoes him. But 
Miss Christal, — have yon seen her poems ? — a fine, 
artless, sensible g^l ! Now, Cottle, that word sen- 
sible must not be constraed here in its dictionary 
acceptation. Ask a Frenchman what it means, and 
he will understand it, though, perhaps, he can by no 
drcumlocution explain ita French meaning. Her heart 
is alive, she loves poetry, she lovea retirement, she 
loves the country : her verses are very incorrect, and 
the literary circles say she has no genius ; but she haa 
genius, Joseph Cottle, or there is no truth in phy- 
siognomy. Gilbert Wakefield came in while I was 
disputing with Mary Hayes upon the moral effects 
of towns. He has a most critic-like voice, as if he 
bad snarled himself hoarse. You see I like the 
women better than the men. Indeed, they are better 
animals in general, perhaps because more is left to 
nature in their education. Nature is very good, bnt 
God knows there is very little of it left. 

" I wish you were within a morning's walk, but I 
am always persecuted by time and space. Bobert 

* Godwin's nose came in for do small share of condemnalion. Id 
another letter be says — "We dine with Maiy Wollslonecrofl (now 
Oodwin) to-morrow. Oh, he has a fbol nose, and I never see it with- 
out longing Co cnt it Off. Bj the bje. Dr. — — told me Ihut I had 
exacti; LavaCer's nose ; to my no Bmall eatisfaction, for I did Dot 
know what to make of that protaberanco or promontory of mine. I 
could not compliment him. He has a very red, drinking face ; and 
litde good-humonred eyes, like cunning and short-sightednffis tmited." 
— To Jatqth Cottle, Hay, 1797. 
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Southe; and Law and Poetry make up an odd kind 
of triuoion. We jog on eaeilj together, and I ad- 
vance with sufEoient rapidity in Blackstone and Madoc, 
I hope to finish my poem and to hegin my practice 
in about two years. God bleaa you ! 

Yours affectionately, 

ROBEBT SoUTSraiT." 



To Tkomtu 

"March 31. 1797. 
" I have stolen time to write to you, though un- 
certiun whether yon may still be at Plymouth ; hnt, 
if the letter should have to follow you, well and good ; 
if lost, it matters little. I have a bookseller's job on 
my bands; it is to translate a volume from the 
French — about a month's work*; and the pay will 
be not less than five-and-twenty guineas, an employ- 
ment more profitable than pleasant ; but I should 
like plenty such. Three or four such jobs would 
furnish me a house. .... Your description of the 
Spanish coast about St. Sebastian has very highly 
delighted me. I intend to versify it^ put the lines 
in Madoo, and ^ve your account below in the note. 
To me, who had never seen any other but the tame 
shores of this island, the giant rocks of Galicia ap- 

* "He work was tolerably hard. " 1 am numing a race with tba 
printera again," he writes to Mr. Cottle, April 5., " crtutBloting a work 
from tha French (Necker on Ihe Bavobtion, vol il, — Dr. .^ken and 
his son translate die first vol). My time is now wholly ongroaied by 
the race, fbr I run at the rate of sixteen pagea « day, aa hard ^ing 
as eixtoeo miles for a hack horse." 

X a 
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peared stupendously sublime. They even derived a 
grandeur from their barrenneBB : it gives them a 
majestic ^mplicity that fills the imdiatracted mind. 
I have m contemplation another work upon my 
journey, — a seriee of poems, the si^)jects occasioned 
by the scenes I passed, and the meditations which 
those scenes excited. Do you perceive the range 
this plan includes ? History, imagination, philosophy, 
all would be pressed into my service. ... A noble 
design I and it has met with some encouragement. 
But time is scarce, and I must be a lawyer — a sort 
of animal that might be made of worse materials 
than those with which nature tempered my clay. 

Should I publish the series of poems I mentioned, 
it is my intention to annex prints from the sketches 
my uncle took upon our road. I sometimes regret 
that, after leaving the College Grreen, I have never 
had encouragement to go on with drawing. The 
evemng when Shad and I were so employed, was then 
the pleaaantest part of the day, and I began at last to 
know something about it. I would gladly get those 
drawings, but my aunt never lets any thing go ; and 
the greater part of my books, and all those drawings, 
and my coins; with a number of things, of little 
intrinsic value, but which I should highly prize, are 
all locked up in the Green. 

"The poor old theatre is going to ruin, for wWch I 
liave worked so many hours, and which so deeply 
interested me once. Such are the revolutions of 
private life, and such strange alterations do a few 
years produce ! 
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" My aant told Peggy • it was pretty well in ine to 
write a book about Portugal who bad not been there 
ax months : for her part, she had been there twelve 
montha, and yet she could not write a Inwk about 
it — BO apt are we to measure knowledge by time. 
I employed my time there in constant attention, 
seeing everything and asking questions, — and never 
went to bed without writing down the information I 
had acquired during the day. I am now tolerably 
versed in Spanish and Portuguese poetry, and am 
writing a series of essays upon the subject, in the 
' Monthly Magazine' — a work which, probably, you 
Ho not see. 

*' Farewell ! I hope you may soon oome to Fortsr 
mouth, that we may see you. 

Yours afiectionately, 

Robert Socthet." 



To ITtomas Sonthey. 

"April SB. 1797. 

" My dear Hiomas, 

" I have been regretting that you were not at 
Portsmouth in the great insurrection f, that I might 
have had a full, true, and particular account of that 
extraordinary bu^ess — a business at wluch every 
body is astonished. .... As I have no business in 
London (except, indeed, to dine at Gray's T un once 
at the latter end of June,) till November, we intend 
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gpending the summer and autumn somewbere by the 
sea : where is not yet determined, but most probably 

somewhere in Hampshire London is a place 

for wluch I entertun a most hearty hatred; and 
Edith likes it as little as mjself ; and as for the sea, 
I like it very much when on shore. 

" I had a letter from Lisbon yesterday. My uncle's 
femily has been very unfortunate ; his poor old 
voman is dead, and so is his dog Linda. His mare* 
vho was lame, he had given away to be turned into 
the woods ; she has not been seen lately, and he 
thinks the wolves have eat her ; it was an accoont 
that made me melancholy. I had been long enough 
an inhabitant of his house to become attached to 
every thing connected witli it ; and poor old Ursula 
was an excellent woman : he will never find her equal, 
and I shall never tlunk of Lisbon agtun without some 
feelings of regret. .... 

" My acquaintance here are more than are con- 
vetuent, and I meet with invitations unpleasant to 
lefiise, and still more unpleasant to accept This is 
another motive to me to wish for a country residence 
as long as pos^ble. I find the distance in this foul 
dty very inconvenient ; 'tis a morning's walk to call 
upon a distant iriend, and I return from it thoroughly 
&tigued. We are going to dine on Wednesday next 
with Mary Wollstonecroft — of all the literary cha- 
racters the one I most admire. My curiosity is fully 
satisfied, and the greater part of these people after 
that is satisfied, leave no other remaining. This is 
not the case with her; she is a first-rate woman. 



ciq mod t, Google 



.a}rAT. £3. OF BOBEBT BOUTHET. 311 

sensible of her own worth, but without arrogance or 
^lectatioii. 

" I bare two reaHoos for preferring a reeddence 
near the eeo. I love to pickle myself in that grand 
brine tub ; and I wish to catch Its morning, evening, 
and mid-day appearance for poetry, with the effect of 
every change of weather. Fancy wilt do much ; but 
the poet ought to be an accurate observer of nature; 
and I shall watch the clouds, and the rising and 
setting Bun, and the sea birds with no inattentive 
eye. I have remedied one of my defidencies, too, 
since a boy, and learnt to swim enough to like the 
exercise. This I began at Ojrford, and practised a 
good deal in the summer of 1795. My last dip was 
in the Atlantic Ocean, at the foot of the Arrabida 
Mountiun — a glorious spot. I have no idea of 

sublimity exceeding it Have you ever met 

with Mary Wollstonecroft's letters fix)m Sweden and 
Norway ? She has made me in love with a cold 
climate, and frost and snow, with a northern moon- 
light. Now I am turned lawyer, I shall have no 
more books to send you, except, indeed, second edi- 
tions, when they are called for, and then my alter- 
ations will be enough, perhaps, to give one interested 
in the author some pleasure in the comparison. Crod 
bless you. 

Tours affectionately, 

Rqbebt Southet." 

As the spring advanced, my father began to pine 
more and more for country wr, and conceiving that 
his legal studies could be as well pursued by the sea 
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side u in tlie smoke of Loudon, vent down into 
HampBhire to look for some place to settle in for the 
snmmer months. Southampton was their first halt- 
ing-plaoe, and from thence he writes to Mr. Bedford; 
comphiniDg of their ill 8ncceBS> 

" la every village of the Susqaehannalt Insane • 
there is a Tacant dwelling, called the gtrtu^era' houte. 
When a traveller there artivea at one of these vil- 
lages, he stops and hollas ; two of the elders of the 
trihe iounediatelj go out to meet him ; they lead him 
to this honee, and then go ronnd to tell the inha- 
hitants that a stranger is arrived fat^ued and 
hungry. 

" They do not order these things gmte so well in 
England. We arrived at Southampton at six last 
evening. * Lodgings' were hung out at almost every 
house, but some would not let less than eleven rooms, 
some seven, and so on, and we walked a very long 
and uncomfortable hour before we could buy hos- 
pitality, and that at a very dear rate. I mean to 
walk to-morrow through Lyndhurst and Lymington 

* " Here with CadwiIIoii and a cboeen btud, 
I ktt the ships. Lincoja gaided ns 
A toilsome way among the heights ; ti dosk 
We reach'd the village aMna ; he hade va halt. 
And rwsed hie voice ; the eldeis of the load 
Came forth, and led ua to an ample hat. 
Which ia the centra <:£ their dirdlinga Blood, 
The Strangers' Honse. They eyed ub wondering. 
Yet not for wmider ceased they to observe 
Their hospitable rilea ; from hut Co hut 
Th6 tidings ran that Btracgers were arrived, 
Patigued and hungry and uhirat ; anon, ' 
Each from bis means sapplymg ub, came fooA 
And beverage mch as dieer tt« weary num. 
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to Chriet Church, — that is, if Edith be better, for ehe 
is now very unwell. I hope and believe it is only 
the temporaiy effect of faiigae ; but, Qroevenor, a 
single man does not know what anxiety ie. 

" Edith 13 not well enough to walk out. I there- 
fore have Ken only enough of this place to dislike ib 
.... I want a quiet lonely place, in ^ht of some- 
thing green. Surely in s walk of thirty miles this 
may be found ; but if I find the whole coast infected 
by viators, I will go to Bristol, where I shall have 
the printer oo the one eidei Charles Danvers on the 
other, Cottle in fiont, the woods and rooks of Avon 
behind, and be in the centre of all good things. 

" Our journey was hot and dusty, but through a 
lovely country. At one time the coach was full, and 
all but me asleep. Something fell off the roof, and 
I had the unutterable pleasure of waking all of them 

by bellowing. out for the coachman to stop 

Would we were settled, aye, and for life, in some 
little sequestered valley 1 1 would be content never to 
climb over the hills that sheltered me, and never to 
hear muac or taste beverage but from the stream 
that ran beside my door. Let me have the sea, too, 
and now and then some pieces of a wreck to supply 
me with firewood, and remmd me of conunerce. This 
New Forest is very lovely ; I should like to have a 
house in it, and dispeople the rest, like William the 
Conqueror. Of all land objects a forest is the finest. 
Grisbome has written a feeble poem on the subject. 
The feelings that fill me when I lie under one tree 
and contemplate another in all the majesty of years, 
are neither to be defined nor e^cpressed, and their inde- 
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finable and inexpressible feelings are those of the 
highest delight They pass over the mind like the 
clouds of the summer eTeniog — too fine and too 
fleeting for memory to detain. 

" And now, Groereuor, would I wager sixpence 
that you are regretting my absence, because you feel 
inclined to come to tea with ua. I could upbraid 
you* ; but this is one of the follies of mau, and I hare 
my share of it, though, thant God, but a small share. 
What we can do at any time is most likely not to be 
done at all. We are more willing to make an cSbrt. 
Is this because we feel uneasy at the prospect of 
labour and something to be done ? and we are stimu- 
lated to industry by a love of indolence. I am a 
self-observer, and indeed this appears to me the secret 
spring.f God bless you. 

B. SotJTHET." 



HaTing succeeded in finding lodgings at Barton, 
near Christ Church, my fother and mother settled 
themselves there for the summer months, which 
passed very happily. Here bis mother joined them 
from Bath, and his brother Thomas, then a midship- 
man on board the Phoebe frigate, who, having lately 
been taken by the French, had just been released 
from a short imprisonment at Brest. They had also 



* The two fiieiid^ aeent to haTe hod less mtercoime when both 
were in London than they h»d anticipated. I find a not oncommon 
reason hinled at. Mr. Bedford had beeo nnsncceflafii] in eome attach- 
ment ; and the sight of domestic h^ipinefii, just at Out time, bronght 
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at this time a young friend domesticated with them. 
Mr. Charlea Llojd, son of a banker at Birmingham, 
Tvho had been living for some time with Mr. Cole- 
ridge at Nether Stowey, in Somersetshire, and who 
subsequently became known as an author, and coming 
to reside in Westmoreland, was classed among the 
lake poets. Here also Mr. Cottle visited them, and 
here my father first became acqiuunted with Mr. 
Bickman (late one of the Clerks of the House of Com- 
mons), who will hereafter appear as one of his most 
constant correspondents and most valued friends. 

The surrounding country seems to have afforded 
him great pleasure, keenly alive as he ever was to all 
natural beauties, and just at this time doubly inclined 
to enjoy them, coming from the 'no prospect' of 
Prospect Place, Newington Butte. The sea he de- 
lighted in ; the New Forest was near at hand, and 
" a congregation of rivers, the clearest you ever saw." 
The only drawbadcs were his detested legal studies, 
and the idea of returning to London. 

A few of his letters will fill up the present year. 
The first of these is addressed to Mr. May, whom he 
had met during iiis visit to Lisbon, and with whom 
he had already formed a friendship, as close as it waa 
destined to be lasting. Mr. May, it seems, had pro- 
mised to lend him the Fucelle of Chapeltun. 



To John May, Esq. 

" Bmbm, Jmie a«. 1797. 

" Neither the best friends or the bitterest enemies 
of Chapeltun could have felt more curiosity than I do 
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to eee his poem ; good it cannot be, for though the 
habit of writing satire, as, indeed, the indulgence of 
any kind of wit, inaenfiibly influencea the moral cha^ 
racter, and disposes it to sacrifice anything to a good 
point ; yet Boileau must have had some reason for 
the extreme contempt in which he held this unfortu- 
nate production. I am inclined to think it better, 
however, than it has always been represented. 
Chapelun stood high in poetical reputation when he 
published this, the work on which he meant to build 
his fame. He is stad to have written good odes ; 
certfunly, then, his epic labonrs cannot be wholly 
void c^ merit ; and for its diaracteristLc fault, extreme 
harshness, it is very probable that a man of genius 
writing in bo unmanly & language should become harsh 
by attempting to be strong. The French never can 
have a good epic poem till they have repnblicanised 
tbeu" lai^uage. It appears to me a thing impossible 
in their metre ; and for the prose of F€n€lon, Florian, 
and Betaube, I find it peculiarly unpleasant. I have 
sometimes read the works of Florian aloud ; his stories 
are very interesting and well conducted ; but in read- 
ing them I hare felt obliged to simplify as I read, 
and omit most of the similes and apostrophes ; they 
disgusted me, and I felt ashamed to pronounce them. 
Ossian is the only book bearable in this style ; there 
is a mekncholy obscurity in the history of Ossian, 
and of almost all his heroes, that must please. 
Ninety-nine readers in a hundred cannot understand 
Oeoan, and therefore they hke the book. I read it 
always with renewed pleasure. 

" Have you read Madame Roland's Appel a Hm- 
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partiale Posterity P It le one of tlioae books that 
make me love individuals, and yet dread, detest, 
and deapiae mankind in a mass. There was a time 
when I beUeved in the perauadibility of man, and 
had the mania of man-mending. Experieooe has 
taught me better. After a certain age the oigans 
of voice cannot accommodate themselves to the ut- 
tentnce of a foreign pronunciation ; bo it is with 
the mind, it grows stiff and unyielding, like onr 
sinews, as we grow older. The ablest physician 
can do little in the great lazar bouse of society ; it 
is a x>est-hou8e that infects all within its atmo^>h6re< 
He acts the wisest part who retires from the con- 
tagion ; nor is that part either a selGsh or a cowardly 
one ; it is ascending the ark, like N^oah, to preserve a 
remnant which may become the whole. As to what 
is the cause, of the incalculable wretchedness of 
society, and what is the panacea, I have long felt 
certified in my own mind. The rich are strangely 
ignorant of the miseries to which the lower and 
largest part of mankind are abandoned. .... The 
savage and civilised states are alike unnatural, alike 
unworthy of the origin and end of man. Hence the 
prevalence of scepticism and atheism, which, from 
being the efiect, becomes the cause of vice. .... 

" I have lived much among the friends of Priestley, 
and learnt from them many peculiar opinions of that 
man, who speaks all he thinks. No man has studied 
Christianity more, or believes it more sincerely ; he 
tlunks it not improbable that another revelation may 
be granted us, for the obstinacy and wickedness of 
mankind call for no less a remedy. The necessity of 
another revelation I do not see myself. What we 
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have, read with tlie right uee of oar own reasoning 
facnities, appears to me Bnfficient; but in aMillenaiian 
tluB opinion is not ridiculous, and the many yet uDr 
fulfilled prophecies give it an appearance of proba- 
bility 

" The slave trade has much disheartened me. That 
their traffic is supported by the consumption of 
sugar is demonstrable : I have demonstrated it to 
above fifty persons with temporary succeee ; and not 
three of those persons have persevered in rejecting it. 
This is perfectly astonishing to me ; and what can be 
expected &om those, who will not remedy so horrible 
an iniquity, by so easy an exertion ? The future pre- 
sents a dreary prospect ; but all will end in good, and 
I can contemplate it calmly without suffering it to 
cloud the present. I may not live to do good to 
mankind personally ; but I will at least leave some- 
thing behind me to strengthen those feelings and 
exdte those reflections in others, from whence virtue 
must spring. In writing poetry with this end, I hope 
I am not uselessly employing my leisure hours. God 

bless you 

Affectionately yours, 

BODEBT SODTHET." 

To John May, Etq. 

"Boiton, Jnly II. 1797. 
" I thank yon for Cliapeliun : I read his poem with 
the hope of finding something good, and would gladly 
have reversed the sentence of condemnation wUch I 
must, in common honesty, confirm; it is very bad 
indeed, and can please only by its absurdity. .... 
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" I thank you also for your good opinion of me : I 
would fun be thought well of by the ' ten righteous 
men,' and commnnicate frequently with you aa one 
of them. .... I Buffer no gloomy presages to dis- 
turb the tranquil happiness with which Grod has blest 
me now, and which I know how to value, because 
I have felt what it is to want everything, except the 
pride of a well satisfied conscience. 

" The sister and niece of Chatterton are now wholly 
destitute ; on this occasion I appear aa editor of all 
his works for their relief; this is an heinous sin 
against the world's opinion, for a young lawyer, but 
it would have been a real crime to have refused it. 
We have a black scene to lay before the public: 
these poor women have been left in want, while 
a set of scoundrels have been reaping himdreds Irom 
the writings of Chatterton. I hope now to make 
the catastrophe to the history of the poor boy of 
Bristol ; you shall see the proposals as soon as they 
are printed. Cottle has been with me a few days, 
and we have arranged everything relative to this 
business; he is the publisher, and means to get 
the paper at prime cost, and not receive the usual 
profit from what he sells. The accounts will be pub- 
lished, and we hope and expect to place Mrs. Kewton 
in comfort during the last years of her life. 

"Cottle brought with him the new edition of 
Coleridge's poems : they are dedicated to his brother 
George in one of the most beautiful poems I ever 
read. ... It contmne all the poems of Lloyd and 
Lamb, and I know no volume that can be compared 
to it. You know not how infinitely my happiness is 
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increased by residing in the country. I have not a 
wish beyond the quietness I enjoy ; everything ia 
tranquil and beautiful ; but sometimes I look forwud 
■with t^et to the time when I muet return to a dty 
which I so heartily dislike. . . . 
" God bices you I 

Youra affectionately, 

ROBBBT SOUTHET." 



To John May, Etg. 

* Jnly 16. 1799. 
" My dear Friend, 

" I sincerely thank you for your letter I 

am inclined to think, when lay uncle blamed me for 
not doing my utmost to relieve my family, he must 
have alluded to my repeated refusal of entering orders ; 
a step which undoubtedly would almost instantly 
have relieved them, and which occasioned me great 
anguish and many conflicts of mind. To this I have 
been urged by him, and by my mother ; but you know 
what my religious opinions are, and I need not ask 
whether I did rightly and honestly in refusing. Till 
Christmas last, I supported myself wholly by the 
profits of my writings. .... Thus you may see that 
the only means I have ever possessed of assisting my 
mother, was by entering the church. God knows I 
would exchange every intellectual gift which he has 
blessed me with, for implicit faith to have been able 
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much dislike, to render myself independent, and I 
work for the bookseller whenever I can get eniploy- 
meDt, that I may haTe to spare for others. .... I 
now do all I can, perhaps I may some day be enabled 
to do all I wish; however, there is One who will ac- 
cept the will for the deed. Qod bless you I 

ROBEKT SODIHEY." 

The next letter refers to a proposal of Mr. Bed- 
ford's, that, when my father and mother came again to 
reside in London, they should occupy the same house 
with him. 

•'Angnit2. 179T. 
" My dear Qrosvenor, 

" I like the plan you propose, and see no objection 
to it at present, but you know how feasible those 
things appear which we wish. One circumstance only 
may happen to prevent it. I have some hopes that 
my mother will come and live with me. This I very 
earnestly wish, and shall use every means to induce 
her, but it does not appear so probable as I could 
desire. This I shall know in a short time ; and if then 
you have not changed your intentions, you know how 
gladly I should domesticate under the same roof with 
you. .... 

"I think you would derive more good from 
Epictetus, than from studying yourself. There is a 
very proud independence in the Stoic Plulosoptiy, 
which has always much pleased me. You would find 
certain sentences in the Enchiridion, which would 
occur to the mind when such maxims were wanted, 
and operate as motives ; besides, when you are ez- 

TOL. I. T 
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anuning yourself, you ought to hare a certain staDtlard 
whereby to measure yourself; and however far an old 
stoic may he from perfection, he is almost a god when 
compared to the present race, who libel that nature 
which appeared with such exceeding lustre at Athene, 
at LacedEemon, and in Bome. I could send you to a 
better system than that of the bondsman Epictetua, 
where you would find a better model on which to 
form your conduct But the mind should have ar- 
rived at a certain stage to profit properly by that 
book which few have attiuned ; — ' it should be cool 
and confirmed. .... God bless you I 

EOBEBT SOOTHET." 

To Cfrosvenor C. Bedford, Esq. 

"Bath, Sept. 32. 1797. 

" Me voiei then at Bath ! And why had you not 
your birthday poem ? In pl^ downright sincere sin- 
cerity, I totally foi^t it, till on the morning of the 
11th of September, when I found myself on Poole 
Heath, walking through desolation*, with that gloomy 
capability which my nativity-caster marks as among 
the prominent features of my character. We left 
Burton yesterday morning : the place was very quiet 
and I waa very comfortable, nor know I when to 
expect agtun so pleasant a summer. We live in odd 
times, Grosvenor ; and even in the best periods of this 
bad sodety, the atnuglitest path is most cursedly 
crooked. 

" I shall be with you in November ; send me my 

Coke, I pray you. I want law food, uid though not 

pver hungry, yet must I eat and execrate like Pistol. 

* Sec act}, p. 23. 
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.... Something odd came into my head a few hours 
since. I was feeling that the love of letter writing 
had greatly gone from me, and, enquiring why ; my 
mind is no longer agitated by hopes and fears, no 
longer doubtful, no longer possessed with such ardent 
enthusiasm: it is quiet, and repels all feelings that 
would disturb that state. When I write I have 
nothing to communicate, for you know all my 
opinions and feelings ; and no incidents can occur 
to one settled as I am. . . , 

Yours sincerely, 

R. S." 

-B«th,NoT. 19. 1797. 

" GrosvenoT, I have found out a better fence for 
our Utopia than Carlisle's plantation of vipers and 
rattlesnakes, it is, — to surround it with a vacuum ; for 
you know, G-rosvenor, this would so puzzle the phi- 
losophers on the other side ; and we might see them 
making experiments on the atmosphere, to the great 
annoyance of dogs, whom they would scientifically 
torture. Besides, if we had any refractory inmate, 
we might push him into the void. 

" .... I hate the journey ; and yet going to 
London I may say with Quarles, 

" * Hf jaoiDGj'e better than mj jonrn^B end.* 
A little home, Grosvenor, near the sea, or in any 
quiet country where there is water to bathe in, and 
what should I wish for in this life? and how could 
I be so honourably or so happily employed as in 
writing ? 

" If Buonaparte should come before I look like 
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Sit John Comyns I OIi that fine chuckle head waa 
made for the law I I am tCKi old to hare mj BkuU 
moulded. 

" . . . . Wby not trust the settled c[uietnea8 to 
Trhich my mind has arrired ? It is wisdom to avoid 
all violent emotions. I would not annihilate my 
feelinge, hut I would have them under a most 
Spartan deapotism. Grosvenor, Inveni portutn, epes 
et fortona valete. 

" ' Ttt qnoqne, si to 
LomiDe cloro 
Cemere Tectnm, 
GandiapeUe, 
Pelle timorem, 
Spemqne Aigato, 
Nee doliu: aHdL' 

I have liud np the advice of Boethius in my heart, 
and prescribe it to you, — so fare you well 

BOBEKT SODTHET." 

The beautiful and affecting lines contained in the 
next letter would have found a fitting place in Mr. 
Justice Talfourd's " Final Memorials " of Charles 
Lamb, where all the circumstances of this domestic 
tn^edy are detuled. I may here add that they would 
have been sent to him, had they come into my hands 
pri<nr to the publication of those most interesting 
volumes. 

To a W. W. Wynn, Esq. 

"BaUi, Not. Sa 1787. 
" My dear Wynn, 

" . . . . You will be snrprised perhaps at hearing 
that Cowper'e poem does not at all please me : you 
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must have taken it up in some moment when your 
mind was predisposed to be pleased, and the first im- 
pression has remained ; indeed I think it not above 
mediocrity. I cannot trace the author of the ' Task * 
in one line. I know that our tastes differ much in 
poetry, and yet I think you must like these lines by 
Charles Lamb. I believe you know his history, aud 
the dreadful death of his mother. — 

" ' Thoo ehcmld'at have longer lived, uid to the grave 
Have peacelullj gone iowa in fiill old ^e ; 
1117 diildreD would h&ve tended thy gray liuTa. 
We mig^t liBve eat, m we have often done, 
By OUT fire-Bide, and talked whole n^^ away. 
Old time, old friends, and old events recalling. 
With many a drcnmstance of trivial note, 
To memory dear, and of importance grown. 
Haw shall we tell them in a stranger's ear I 

■"A w^rwardsonoft times was I to thee: 
And yet, in all onr little biclcerings, 
Uomestiu jars, there was I know not what 
Of tender fteling that were ill exchanged 
Fnr this world's chilling fhendehips, and their smiles 
Familial wbtrnt the heart calls strangers still. 

" ' A heavy lot hath he, most wretched man, 
Who lives the last of all hia fainily I 
He looks around him, and his eye discerns 
The face of the stranger ; and lus heart is adc 
Man of the world, what can'st ihon do for him 7 
Wealth is a burthen which he conld not bear ; 
Mirdi a strange crime, the which he dare«notRcti 
And generous wines no cordial to his soul. 
For wotmds tike hui, Christ is the only cnr& 
Go, preach thou to him of a wtnld to come. 
Where fiiends shall meet and know each other's face ; 
Say leas than this, and say it to the winds.' 

" I am aware of the danger of studying simplicity 
of language — but you will find in my blank verse a 
fulness of phrase when the subject requires it ; these 
lines may instance: — 



ciq mod t, Google 



LIFE AND COBBESFONDENCE £tat. S4< 

" ■ It nw a good] J- nght 
To Me the embattled pomp, ai Tiith the itep 
Of RatdiiMM the baited XeedB came on 1 
To aee the pennoni rolling their long wbtcs 
Before the gale ; and banners broad and bright 
TosBiitg their bUzonrj ; and high-ptnined chieA, 
Vidaines, and Seneechaia, and Chastclkins, 
Gaj with their bncklen' gorgeous heraldiy, 
And olken sorcoala on the buoyant wiod 



Billowing.' 

God blees you I 



Youra affectioDately, 

B, SODTHBT." 



A few days after the date of this letter, my father 
and mother again took up their abode in London ; 
but the plan of occupying lodgings conjointly with 
Mr. Bedford waa not accompliebed, chiefly on account 
of Charles Lloyd being etlll with tbem. From thence 
he writes to his brother Thomas. 



To Tliomas Southey. 

" London, Dec 24. 1797. 
" My dear Tom> 

" .... I have also another motive for wishing to 
live out of the town, to avoid the swarms of ac- 
quaintances who buzz about me and sadly waste my 
time, — an article I can but little afford to throw 
away. I have my law, which will soon occupy me 
from ten in the morning till eight in an office, ex- 
cepting the dinner-time. My Joan of Arc • takes 

■ He was at presenl engaged in revising Joan of Arc for a second 
edition, in which oQ that part which had been written by Mr. Cole- 
lidge naa omitted. 
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up more time than you would suppose, for I have 
had a mine of riches lud open to me iu a library 
belonging to the Disseuters, and have been disturbing 
the spiders ; add to this that I write now for the 
' Critical Review,' and you will see that I cannot 
afford to keep levee days. .... I keep a large 
copy of my poems for you. They have sold un- 
commonly well ; 1000 were printed, and I hear 750 
are already gone. The Joan of Arc is scandalously 
delayed at Bristol. I have had only five proofs in 
all, and this delay, as the book is wanted, is a 
serious loss. A print of the Maid will be prefixed, 
solely for the sake of giving Robert Hancock some 
employment, and making his name known as an 
engraver. I have got a promise of having him intro- 
duced to Alderman Boydell, the great publisher of 
engravings ; he is still at Bath, and I am in hopes I 
shall be the means of essentially serving him. 

" You will be surprised to hear that I have been 
planning a charitable institution, which will in all 
probability be established. It was planned with 
John May and Carlisle, and the outline is simply 
this, — many poor victims perish after they have 
been healed at the hospitals, by returning to un- 
wholesome air, scanty and bad food, cold and filth. 
We mean to employ them in a large garden, for 
many persons may be usefully employed in some 
manner there. When in good order, the produce of 
the garden will support the institution ; in the long 
winter evenings the people will be employed in 
making nets, baskets, or matting ; and the women in 
making sheeting — all things that will bo wanted at 
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home, and for the overplus a ready sale will be had 
among the supporters of the Convaleacent Asylum. 
My name will not appear in the business : I leave 
the credit to Lords and Esquires. I will send you 
our printed plan as soon as it is ready. Six hoars' 
labour is all that will be required from the atrongeet 
persons : for extra work they will be pfud ; then they 
may leave the Asylum with some little money, and 
with some nseful knowledge. 

" We are much pleased with this scheme, as it will 
make every bod; useful whom it benefits; a man 
with one leg may make holes for cabbages with his 
wooden leg, and a fellow with one aim follow and 
put in the pluits. .... 

" Would you were here to-morrow ! we would 
keep holiday : but 'tis very long unce Christmas has 
been a festival with us. Grod blees you. 

Yours aflfectionately, 

B. SOTJTHET." 



My father remained in London only a very short 
time, when, finding it extremely prejudidal both to 
his own health and my mother's, he detenmned to 
seek some other place of residence, and went down 
to Bristol with that intention. Soon afterwards he 
writes to his friend, Mr. Wynn, in somewhat de- 
pressed spirits. 
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To a W. W. fVynn, Eiq. 

" Balli, Wcdnead&f , Aptil 4, 1 798. 
" My dear Wynn, 

" I should have tfaougbt you would have liked the 
Merida luBcription. It waa designed for my Letters, 
but on consideration the point appears more ap- 
plicable to our own country, and as one martyr is 
Its good as another, Senora Eulalia must give place 
to old Latimer and Bidley. Its appeamnce in the 
Oracle makes me let out what I intended not to have 
told you till Christmas. I then thought to have 
taken you into a boose of my own, and shown you the 
chturs and tables into which I had transmuted bad 
verses. Immediately before I left town I agreed to 
furnish the Morning Post with occa«onal verses, 
without a signature.* My end in view was to settle 
in a house as soon as possible, which this, with the 
Review, would enable me at Christmas to do. I told 
no person whatever but Edith. I signed the In- 
scription because I meant to insert it in my letters. 
Of all the rest Lord William is the only piece that 
bears the mark of the beaet. I did not tell you, 
because you would not like it now, and it would have 
amused you at Christmas : Lord William's is cer- 
tainly a good story, and will, when corrected, make 
the best of my Ballads. I am glad you like it. There 
is one other, which if you have not seen I will send 
you ; it is ludicrous, in the Alonzo metre, called the 
'King,'t — a true story, and, like the 'Humorous 

* For this he wm to receive a guinea a ireek. A dmOar offer waa 
made about this time bj the editor of the Morning Chronicle to BnniB, 
and refosed. 

f This baUed is called "King ChailemagCB" in the later editions 
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Lientenant,' * it is not good ibr much, and yet one 
or two stanzas may amuse you. 

" I write this Erom Bath, where I was summoned in 
consequence of my mother's Btate of health. She 
is very ill; and I hope to remove her to LiBbott 
speedily, — the climate would, I am certun, restore 
her, thou^ I fear nothing else can. 

" You call me lazy for not writing ; is it not, the 
same with you ? Do you feel the same inclination 
for filling a folio sheet now, as when in '90 and '91 
we wrote to each other so fully and eo frequently ? 
The inclination is gone 6rom me. I have nothing to 
communicate — no new feelings — no new opinions. 
We move no longer in the same circles, and no - 
longer see things in the same point of view. I never 
now write a long letter to those who think with me, 
— it is useless to express what they also feel; and as 
for reasoning with those who differ from me, I have 
never seen any good result from argument. I write 
not in the beet of Bpirita ; my mother's state of health 
depresses me, — ■ the more eo as I have to make her 
cheerful. Edith is likewise very unwell ; indeed so 
declining as to make me somewhat apprehensive for 
the future. A few months will determine all these 
uncertainties, — and perhaps change my views in life 
— or rather deatroy them. This is the first time 
that I have expressed the feelings that often will 
rise. Take no notice of them when you vmte. 

" God bless you. If nothing intervene I shall see 
you in May. I wish indeed that month were over. 
e of bu eu-lf poeme, which was never 
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Few men bare ever more subdued their feelings than 
myself, — and yet I have more left than are con- 
sistent with h^pineaa. 

'( Once more, God bless yon. 

Yours afFectionatety, 

BOBEBT SOUTHET." 



To a W. W. Wynn, Esq. 

"Bristol, Maj 5. 179S. 
" My dear Wynn, 

" . . . . You have seen my brother in the Grazette 
I suppose ; mentioned honourably, and in the wounded 
list. His wounds are slight, but his escape has been 
wonderful. The boatswtun came to know if they 
should board the enemy forwards, and was told, by 
all means. Tom took a pikCi and ran forwards. 
He found them in great confusion, and, as he thought, 
only wanting a leader ; he asked if they would follow 
him, and one poor fellow answered * Aye.' On this 
Tom got into the French ship, followed, as he thought, 
by the rest, but, in fact, only by this man. Just as 
he had made good his footing, he received two thrusts 
with a pike in his Hght thigh, and fell. They made 
a third thrust as he fell, which glanced from his 
shoulder-blade, and took a small piece of flesh out of 
his back. He fell between the two ships, and this 
saved hb life, for be caught a rope^ and regmned the 
deck of the Mare.* .... 
I do not know whether it would be prudent in Tom 
to accompany Lord Proby to Lisbon, as Lord Brid- 

■ This waa in the engaeemeat between the Man and L'Helcnlo. 
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port has Bent Kim word that he would not foi^et him 
when he has served hia time, and offered him a berth 
on board hia own efaip. He will nee his own jud^ 
ment, and probably, I think, follow the fortones of 
Butterfield, the first lieutenant. When I saw him 
BO noticed by Butterfield, I felt, as he saye of himself 
during the engagement, 'something that I never 
felt before.' I felt more proud of my brother wbea 
be received ten poiinda prize-money and sent his 
mother half: and yet it gave me sometlung like 
exultation that he would now be respected by his 
acqutuotance, though not for hie beat virtues. He 
is an excellent young man, and, moreover, a good 
seaman. God bless him, and you also. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. SonxHET." 

Among my father's college friends, and as forming 
one of the enthusiastic party who were to have 
formed a "model republic" on the banks of the 
Susquehamiah, has been mentioned George Burnett, 
who, of all the number, suffered most permanently 
from having taken up those visionary views. He had 
intended to enter the Church of England, and, had 
he not been tempted to quit the beaten track, would 
probably have become a steady, conscientious, and 
useful clei^yman. Carried away by the influence 
chiefly of my father and Mr. Coleridge, he imbibed 
first th^ political and then their religious opinions ; 
and thus, being led to abandon the intention with 
which he had entered Oxford, he became bo com- 
pletely unsettled as to render his short life a series 
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of uDSuccesafuI attempts in many professions. Much 
of thb was, indeed, owing to the racitlating character 
of bis mind ; but it was not the less through life a 
subject of regret to my father, not unmixed with 
self-reproach. 

At the present time he was minister to a Uni- 
tarian congregation at Yarmoutli, whither my father 
now went for a short visit, having the additional 
motive of seeing hia brother Henry, whom, some 
time previously, he had placed with Burnett as 
a private pupil. Through Burnett's means he was 
now introduced to William Taylor, of Norwich, 
with whose writings he was already acquainted, and 
towards whom he found himself immediately and 
strongly drawn by the Mmilarity of their tastes and 
pursuits. This meeting led to a correspondence 
(chieflyupon literary subjects), which has been already 
given to the public, and to a friendship, which would 
have been a very close one had there not, unhappily, 
been a total want of sympathy between the parties 
on the most important of all sulgects, — William 
Taylor's religious opinions being of the most extra- 
vagant and rationalistic kind. This difference my 
father felt much in later life, as his own religious 
feelings deepened and strengthened, although he 
always entertained towards him the sincerest regard, 
and a great re^ct for his many good qualities. 

The other incidents of this visit may be gathered 
from the following letters, the latter of whichj if 
there is nothing particularly striking in the versifica- 
tion, yet affords too pleasing a picture of his mind to 
be omitted. 
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To Mri. Smiltey. 

"Maj29, 1798. 

. ..." I am writiDg from Ormaby, the dwelling- 
place of Mr. Manniiig, distant six miles from Yar- 
mouth. Wq came here yesterday to dinner, and leave 
it to-morrow evening. I have begua some blank 
verse to yon and laid it aside, because, if I do not tell 
yoa something about this place now, I shall not do it 

at all This part of England looks as if Nature 

had weaned herself with adorning the rest with hill 
and dale, and squatted down here to rest herself. 
Tou must even suppose a very Dutch-looking Nature 
to haye made it of such pancake flatness. An un- 
promising country, and yet, Edith, I could be very 
happy with such a home as this. I am looking 
through the window over green fields, as far as I can 
see, — no great distance ; the hedges are all grubbed up 
in sight of the bouse, which produces a very good 
eflect. A few fine acacias, whitethorns, and other 
trees, are scattered about ; a walk goes all round, with 
a beautiful hedge of lilacs, laburnums, the Gueldrea 
rose, Barbary ehmbs, &c. &c. Edith, you would 
not wish a sweeter scene, and being here, I wish for 
nothing but you ; half an hour's walk would reach 
the sea-shore. 

I had almost forgot one with whom I am more 
intimate than any other part of the family. Rover, 
— a noble dog, something of the spaniel, but huge 
as a mastifi", and his black and brindled hair curl- 
ing close, almost like a lady's wig. A very sympa^ 
thising dog, I assure you, for he will not only shake 
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hands, but if I press his paw return the pressure. 
Moreover, there ia excellent Kottingham ale, sent 
annually hj Mr. Manning's son-in-law from Not- 
tingham ; what my uncle would call ' fine stu^' such 
as Bobin Hood and his oatlawa used to drink under 
the greenwood tree. Bobin Hood's beverage ! how 
could I -choose but like it ? It is sweet and strong, 
— veryetrong, — a little made me feel this. . . . The 
cows in this country have no horns ; this, I think, a 
great improvement in the breed of homed cattle, and 
this kind is found more productive. Another pecu- 
liarity about Yarmouth is the number of arches formed 
by the jawbones of a whale : they trade much with 
Greenland there. The old walls and old gates of the 
town are yet standing; the town is certainly a pleasing 
one. I left it, however, with pleasure, to enjoy the 
society of Onusby, and I shall leave Ormeby with 
pleasure for the society of Norwich. In short, every 
movement is agreeable, because it brings me home- 
wards. 

"Thareday. 
" We went yesterday in the morning to the ruins of 
Caister Castle, once the seat of Fastolffe, where, after 
vasting a great part of his fortune in the French 
wars, and being defeated at Fatay, and disgraced in 
consequence of his flight, he retired to quarrel with 
his neighbours. The ruin is by no means fine, com- 
pared with several I have seen, but all these things 
produce a pleasant eflect upon tbe mind ; and besides, 
it is well when I am writing about the man, to have 
some knowledge of everything knowable respecting 
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him. In the evening we returned with William 
Taylor to Norwich ; on the way we left the otuuaei 
and crosBed a moor on foot, in hopes of hearing the 
hittem ciy. It was not till we were just qiutUng the 
moor, that one of these birds thought pn^r to gratify 
UB ; then he began, and presently we saw one, so that 

I re-entered the chaise highly satisfied 

God bless you. 

Tour affectionate, 

Robert Southet." 



7\> Mrs. Southey. 

"Jone4, 1798. 

" Edith, it BTer was thj hnaband's wish. 
Since he bath known in what is happiness, 
To (iad some little hoioe, some low retreat, 
Where the vain oproar of the worthless world 
Uigbt never Teach his ear ; and where, if chance 
The tidings of its horritde itriJes arrived, 
They woiHd endear retirement, as the blast 
Of winter makes the sheltered traveller 
Draw closer to the hearth-side, every nerve 
Awoke to the warm comfort. Quietness 
Should be his inmate there ; and he wtnld lire 
To thee, and to himself, and to oor God. 
To dwell in that fbnl citj, — to endure 
The common, hollow, cold, lip-intercomse 
Of life I to walk abroad and never see 
Green field, or running brook, or setting son I 
Will it not wither up my &cultiea, 
Uko some poor myrtle that in the town air 
Pinea on tin parloor window ? 

" Everywhere 
Natnre is lovely : on the mountain h^ght, 
Or where (he embosomed moontiun glen displays 
Secure sublimity, or where around 
The undulated larfece gently slopes 
With mingled hill and valley j — everywhere 
Nature is lovely ; even in scenes like these. 
Where not a hillock breaks the unvaried plain. 
The eye may find new charms that seeks deligjit 
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•• At eve I walk limtA j the tettiiig bud 
Hath Boftened with ft calm and mellow hne 
The cool freah air ; below, a blight expanso. 
The waters of the Broad ' lie Inminoiu. 

I gaze aroond ; the nnbonnded plain preaenta 
Ocean iaoaen^ty, whose drcling line 
Hie bending heaven ihnta in. So even here 
Metbinks I conld be well content to fix 
Mr sojoom ; grow fomiliar with these scetiea 
Tul time wid memoiy make them dear to nu^ 
And wish no other home. 

" There have been honn 
When I hare longed to monut the winged bark 
And Beek those better dimes, where orange grovea 
Breathe on the evening gale volnptuona joy. 
And, Edith 1 though I beard from thee alone 
The pleasant accents of mj native tongue. 
And saw no wonted countenance bat thine, 
I could be bapp; in the stranger's land, 
FoBBeasing all in thee. O best beloved 1 
Companion, friend, and yet a dearer name 1 
I trod those better dimes a IieartlesB thing, 
Cintra'a cool rocks, and where Atrabida 
Lifts irom tlie ocean its eublimer heigbtB, 
Inline image wandered with me, and one wish 
Disturbed (he deep delight. 

" Eren now that wish, 
Making short absence painful, still recurs. 
Tlie voice of Mendship, that bmiliar voic^ 
From which in other Bcenes I daily heard 
first greeting, poorly satisfies the heart 
And wanting thee, uio' in best intercourse. 
Such Bs in iSer yeaxs remembrance olt 
Will lore to dwdl upon ; yet when the sim 
Goea down, I sec hia setting beams with vyj. 
And count again the allotted days, and Uimk 
The hour will soon arrivo when I shaU meet 
The eager greeting of afTection'B eye. 
And bear the welcome of the voice I love. 



" What have I to tell you ? Can you be interegted 
in the intercouree I have had wHh people whose very 

* So they call the wide spread of a river in the fens. 
TOL. I. Z 
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names are new to you F On Sunday I went to dine 
with Sir Lambert Blackwell. . . . He has a very 
pretty bouse, and the finest picture I ever saw ; it is 
St. Cecilia at the moment when the heads of ber 
parents are brought in to terrify ber into an aban- 
donment of Christianity. I never saw a counte- 
nance eo full of hope, and resignation, and purity, and 
holy grief; it is by Carlo Dolce. I hare seen many 
fine pictures, but never one so perfect, so sublime, so 
interesting, irresistibly interesting, as this. . . . 
God bless you. 

Your ROBEBT SOtJTHET." 

Upon my father's return from this visit to Norfolk, 
he rejoined my moUier at Bristol, and very shortly 
afterwards be took a onall bouse at Westbury, a 
beautiful village about two miles distant from thence. 
Here they resided for twelve months. " This," be 
says in one <^ the prefaces to the collected edition of 
bis poems, " was one of the happiest portions of my 
life,* I have never, before or since, produced so 
much poetry in the same space of time. The smaller 
pieces were communicated by letter to Charles Lamb, 
and had the advantage of his animadversions. 1 was 

* " To me the past preBcntB 
No object for regret ; 
To me the preseiit ^vel 
All cause for full content. 
The ftatnre ? It ib now the clieeHul noon, 
And on the sunnj smiliDg fields I gaze. 
With eyes alive to joy ; 
When the daric night descends, 
I willingly Bhall c&se my weaiy Uds 
In BDi« and certain hope to wake again." 

JUinar Foemt, Westbuiy, 179S. 
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then also in habits of the most frequent and familiar 
intercourse with Davy, then in the flower and fresh- 
ness of his youth. We were within an easy walk of 
each other, over some of the most beautifiil ground in 
that beautiful part of England. When I went to the 
Pneumatic Institution, he had to tell me of some new 
experiment or discovery, and of the views which it; 
opened for him; and when he came to Westbury, 
there waa a fresh portion of ' Madoc ' for his hearing. 
Davy encouraged me with his hearty approbation 
during its progress; and the bag of nitrous oxide 
with which he generally regaled me upon my visit to 
him, was not required for raising my spirits to the 
degree of settled fur, and keeping them at that ele- 
vation." 

In addition to " Madoc," my father was at this time 
preparing for the press a second volume of his minor 
poems, and a second edition of his "Letters fnmi 
Spiun and Portugal " ; and he was also engaged in 
editing the first volume of the '* Annual Anthology^" 
which was published in Bristol in the course of the 
following year. Other literary employments are 
mentioned in his letters, but Blackstone, and Coko 
upon Littleton, seem to have been almost wholly 
thrown aside; the study of the law was duly be- 
coming more and more distasteful to him, and he was 
be^nning to find, that however he might command 
his attention, and bring the full force of his under- 
standing to bear upon the subject, the memory was 
not to be controuled by the will ; and that the time 
and trouble so employed not being upon a "labour of 
love," was purely "labour lost." 
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His mother was now reading with him, and also 
the " Couein Margaret " mentioned in the Autobio- 
graphy. 

To Thomas Smthey, 

"Martin Hall, Westbmy; June 27. 1798. 

" My dear Tom, 

"Here we are, and you see have christened the house 
properly, I assure you, as the martins have colonized 
all round it, and doubly lucky must the house be on 
which they bo build and bemlre. We heatated be- 
tween the appropriate names of Rat Hall, Mouse 
Mansion, Vermin Villa, Cockroach Castle, Cobweb 
Cottage, and Spider Lodge ; but, as we routed out 
the spiders, brushed away the cobwebs, stopped the 
rat holes, and found no cockroaches, we bethought 
us of the animals without, and dubbed it Martin 
Hall. 

" I am sorry, Tom, you could not have seen us 
settled, — you would like the old house ; and the view 
from the drawing-room and garden is delightful ; we 
have turned to most notably. But once the house 
was an inn, or alehouse, so we hare had application 
to sell beer, and buy a stock of tobacco-pipes. Much 
has been done, and much is yet to do. The rooms 
are lai^, the garden well stocked ; we cut our own 
cabbages, lire upon currant puddings, and shall soon 
be comfortably settled. 

" I wish you had been here, you might hare been 
up to your eyes in dirt and rubbish. 
TrVe have bespoke a cat, a great carroty cat." 
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To H. H. Southey. 

"Martin H 

" My dear Harry, 

" I thank you for your ode of A 
Greet metre in which you have tranelc 
tunly the best that could be choeen, 
the moBt difficult, aa the accent should 
that a bad reader may not be able b 
This is the case with your fourth and ( 
old womnn can't read them out of tl 
dence. 

I think thie metre much improved to ai 
by sometimes ending a line with a 
instead of a trochee. This you will 
done in the following translation fron 
of 'Vm^aa. The origimil metre is 
Xtytn ATpiiBdj, and the verses flow aa 
aa those of Anacreon. 



" ' The maideni thm address me i — 
How is it, Don EBUbao, 
That jon of lore ring alwayi^ 
And nerer sing of war? 

" ' I answer thus the qnestion. 
Ye bachelor * jonng danueb i 
It is that men are ngl;. 
It is that JOD are fair. 

" ' For what would it aviul me 
To sing to dnuns and trumpets, 
Wbilal marching sorely onward, 
Encumbered by mj mield ? 

■ This u literal The original is muchachagbacl 
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gladly I ehould avail myeelf of such an c^portuiiity 
were it lu my power. It is of very great advantage 
to a youDg man to be a good linguist ; be is more 
respected, and may be more useful ; bis sources of 
pleasure are increased ; and, wbat in the present 
state of tbe world is to be considered, in case of 
necessity be has additional means of supporting liim- 
self. Tbe languages, Harry — wbicb I learnt almost 
as an amusement — have considerably contributed 
and do contribute to my support 

" You will send me your other translations from 
Anacreon, and in retium I will always send you some 
piece which you bad not before seen- I wish you 
would sometimes, on a fine evening, walk out, and 
write as exact a description of tbe sunset, and the 
appearance of everything around, as you can. You 
would find it a pleasant employment, and I can 
assure you it would be a very useful one. I should 
like you to send me some of these sketches ; not of 
sunset only, but of any natural scene. If you have 
Osdan at hand, you may see what I mean in tbe 
description of night by five Scotch bards. 'Your 
neighbourhood to tbe sea ^ves you opportunities of 
seeing tbe finest efiects of sunrise — fine weather, or 
storms ; or you may contrast it with inland views 
and forest scenery, of which I believe you will see 
much in Nottinghamshire. 

" Let me hear from you soon, and oflen, and re- 
gularly. 

God bless you I 

Your affectionate brother, 

Robert Sodthet." 
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admirably preserved. I know not what poor Lamb 
has done to be croaking there. What I think the 
worst part of the anti-Jacobine abuse, is the lumping 
together men of such opposite principles ; this was 
stupid. We should have all been welcoming the 
Director, not the Theophilanthrope. The conductors 
of the Anti-Jacobine will have much to answer for in 
thus inflaming the animosities of this country. They 
are labouring to produce the deadly hatred of Irish 
faction ; perhaps to produce the same end. Such an 
address as you mention might probably be of great 
use ; that I could assist you in it is less certdn. I 
do not feel myself at all calculated for anything that 
requires methodical reasoning ; and though you and 
I should i^ree in the miun object of the pamphlet, 
our opinions are at root different. The old systems 
of government I think must fall ; but in this country 
the immediate danger is on the other hand, — from an 
uncoustitutional and unlimited power. Burleigh saw 
how a parliament might be employed against the 
people, and Montesquieu prophesied the Ml of English 
liberty when the legislature should become corrupt. 
You will not agree with me in thinking hb prophecy 
fulfllled. 

" Violent men there undoubtedly are among the 
democrats, as they are always called, but is there any 
one among them whom the ministerialists will allow 
to be moderate ? The Anti-Jacobine certiunly speaks 
the sentiments of government. 

" Heywood's Hierarchie is a most lamentable poem, 
but the notes are very amusing. I fancy it is in most 
old libraries. I do not see anything that promises 
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well for ballads. There are Eome fine Arabic tra- 
ditJODS that would make noble poemB. I waa about 
to write one upon the Grarden of Irem ; the city and 
garden Btill exist in the deserts invisibly, uid one man 
only has seen them. This is the tradition, and I had 
made it the groundwork of what I thought a very 
fine story ; but it eeemed too great for a poem of 300 
or 400 lines. 

" I do not much like Don Carlos : it is by far the 
worst of Schiller's plays. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. SODTHET." 



To Thomas Southey. 

" Herefiwd, Ang. 29. 1798. 
" My dear Tom, 

" Your letter was very agreeable, for we began to 
doubt whether or no you were in the land of the 
living. We have been a fortnight in this part of the 
world, part of the time at Dilwyn, the original seat 
of the Tylers; and Shobdon was one of the places we 
visited. Our absence from home will not exceed a 
mouth, and though the time has passed pleasantly, I 
shall not be sorry to sit qmetly down once more at 
Martin HalL .... I have heard high commendation 
of you, somewhat in a round-about way, from a 
Taunton lady, who writes to a friend of hers, ' The 
gallant Southey for me.' Now, Tom, who the devil 
this Taunton damsel is, I could not find out, for the 
name was dropt by the way, so you must guess if you 
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" My Letters * are in the press, and mj Tolume 
will soon, — it will include the 'Vision.' I have 
begun my English Eclogues, and written two which 
I rather like. My Kalendar also is greatly advanced 
eince you left us ; it now extends to some 1400 lines, 
and much of the remainder is planned out. I have 
learnt to rise early when at home, and written two 
new books of ' Madoc' wholly, before any one else in 
the house was up. 

" Do you know that I have been caricatured in the 
Anti-Jacobin Maga^e, together with Lloyd, Lamb, 
the Duke of Bedford, Fox, &c &c. The feUow has 
not, however, libelled my likeness, because he did not 
know it, Bo he clapped an ass's head on my shoulders. 

" I have done a great deal in the planning way 
since I have been in Herefordshire; you would, I 
think, be pleased with the skeleton of a long poem 
upon the destruction of the Dom Daniel, of which the 
outline ie almost completed ; when it will get &rther 
I know not. I have much on my hands,- — my Ka- 
lendar will probably fill three volumes, and the ntore 
the work gets on, the better does it please me. 

" Edith has learnt to ride ; she thinks of entering 
among the light horsewomen, and I hope to get her 
the rank of a Corporella. 

" Did you hear of the glorious take in about Buo- 
naparte at Bristol ? Oh, Tom, I saw the newspaper 
boy pass by Martin Hall with a paper cap, inscribed 
Buonaparte taken ! and the bells rung Sunday, and 
all day Monday. Tuesday I was at Cottle's when 

* IxMxza from Spain and PottagaL Sd edit. 
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the mail waa expected ; the volanteers were ready to 
strike up, two meo kneeling on the church and poet- 
office with the flage ready to let &y. N. B. — It rained 
very hard. The four streets full of people, all as- 
sembled to see the triumphal entiy of the mail coach, 
as it was to be crowned with laureb ; you never saw 
so total a blank ae when all proved to be false. . . . 
" I shall now do better one year than the last, so, 
Tom, let us hope all things, for we have weathered 
worse times than we shall ever know i^ain I trust. 
God bless you. 

RS." 



To Mrs. Souihey. 

"Bwkb, Brecknocluhin, 0«C. 14. 1798. 
" Without a map, my dear Edith will know no- 
thing of the place 1 date from, and if she hare a map 
to refer to, very probably she may miss the name. 
.... What have we seen P Woods, mounttuns, and 
mounts glens and streams. Id those words are 
comprehended all imaginable beauty. Sometimes we 
have been winding up the dingle side, and every 
minute catehing the stream below tfarongh the wood 
that half hid it, always hearing its roar ; then over 
mountains, where nothing was to be seen but hill and 
sky, their udes rent by the winter streams ; sometimes 
a little tract of cultivation appeared up some coomb- 
place, so looely, so beautiful : they looked as though 
no tax-gatherer ever visited them. I have longed to 
dwell in these solitary houses in a mountiun vale. 
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sheltered hj the hills and the trees that grow finely 
round the honsee; the vale rich by the soil swept 
down the hills ; a stream before the door, rolling over 
lai^ stones — pure water, so musical, tool and a 
child might cross it; yet at wet seaaons it must 
thunder down a torrent In such scenes there is a 

simpleness of sublimity fit to feed imagination 

Yesterday at two we reached Brecon, a distance of 
eighteen miles. A little but clean ale-house afforded 
us eight pennyworth of bread, cheese, and ale, and 
we departed for Crickhowel, a stage of thirteen 
more. A woman whom we met, and of whom we 
asked the distance, measured it by the ' great Inn,' 
at Bwleh, on the way, and we determined to halt 
there. Before we got there, heavy rain overtook us, 
and we were wet the lower half when we reached the 
great Inn, at Bwlch, which is not quite so good as 
the memorable ale-house at Tintem. However, we 
have very good beds here ; the cream was good, and 
the tea excellent. 

" So we have eat, drunk, dried ourselves, and 
grown comfortable ; also we have had the pleasure of 
the landlord's company, who, being somewhat com- 
municative and somewhat tipsy, gave us the history 

of himself and family I much like the appeaiv 

ance of the "Welch women ; they have all a character 
in their countenances, an intelligence which is very 
pleasant Their round shrewd national physiognomy 
is certainly better than that of the English peasantry, 
and we have uniformly met with civility. There is 
none of the insolence and brutality which charac- 
terise our colliers and milk-women. 
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" At Merthyr we witnessed the very interestiiig 
coBtom of strewing the graves. They are fenced 
round with little white etones, and the earth in the 
coflSn shape -planted with herbs and flowers, and 
strewn with flowers. Two women were thus deco- 
rating a grave — the one a middle-aged woman, and 
much afiected. This afiected me a good deal; the 
custom is so congenial to one's heart ; it prolongs the 
memorj of the dead, and links the affections to them. 
.... This part of Brecknockshire is most beautiful. 
The Usk rolling through a rich and cultivated vale, 
and monntahis rising on every nde : we feel no fatigue, 
and I get more comfortable every day now our faces 
are turned homewards. 

" God bless you, my dear Edith. FarewelL Now 
for the Slack Mountain and St.David's. 

To John May, Esq. 

" W«abniy, Dec 1*. 1798. 
" My dear Friend, 

" We are enduring something like a Kamtschat^n 
winter here. I am obliged to take my d^y walk, 
and, though I go wrapped up in my great coat, almost 
like a dancing bear in hirsute appearance, still the 
wind pierces me. We are very deficient in having 
no winter dress for such weather as this. I am busy 
upon the Crrecian history, or, rather, it is the em- 
ployment of all my leisure. The escape of my 
Pythoness* was in the early ages, and they, I believe, 

* My &tlier had lieon. urged bj'aeveral friends to By Mb hand at 
dnuQadc compoution ; and this lefeia to (me of the ntbjects on whicli 
be bad potposed to wiite a ph^. 
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will suit me best. I muat have the Pythian games 
celebrated ; for the story, I have only myeotion to 
truflt to. The costume of Greece will be new to 
the Engli^ dnmia, owing to the defects of our 
theatres ; but I had rather get to some country and 
some people less known. Among the many thoughts 
that have passed over my mind upon this subject, I 
have had the idea of grounding stories, upon the op- 
pression exermsed at different periods of time upon 
particular dssees of people ; the Helots, for instancej 
the Alblgenses, or the Jews. The Idea of a tragedy 
npon one of the early martyrs has for some years 
been among my crude plans ; but it would not suit 
tiie stage, because It would not suit the times. There 
is something more noble in such a character than I 
Can conceive in any other ; firm to the defiance of 
death in avowing the truth, and patient under all 
oppression, without enthusiasm, supported by the 
calm conviction that this is his duty. Among the 
Helots, something may be made of the infernal Cryp- 
teia: but I am afraid to meddle with a Spartan; 
there is neither feeling, thinking nor speaking like 
one who baa been educated according to the laws of 
Lycurgus; knowledge of human nature is not know- 
ledge of Lacedsemonian nature. The state of slavery 
among our own countrymen at an early period is 
better ; the grievances of wardship, and the situation 
of a fief or villain. Dramatists and novelists have 
ransacked early history, and we have as many cru- 
saders on the stage, and in the circulating library, as 
ever sailed to Palestine : but they only pay attention 
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to the chronology, and not to the n 
the period. .... 

Youre afiectionately, 

ROBEBT SOUTHET." 

With one brief extract referring to hia health I 
will conclude this chapter. It is from a letter to 
WilUam Taylor, of Norwich, who had now become 
one of Iiis regular correspondents, and to whom he 
WBB in the habit of submitting many of his minor 
pieces for criticbm as he wrote them. 

" I was very glad to see your handwiiting again. I 
have been much indisposed, and my recovery, I fear, 
will be slow. My heart is affected, and this at first 
alarmed me, because I could not understand it ; how- 
ever, I am scientifically satisfied it is only a nervous 
affection. Sedentary habits have injured ray health; 
the prescription of exercise prevents me from proceed- 
ing with the work that interests me, and only ^ows 
time for the task labour, which is neither pleasant to 
look at noT to remember. My leisure is quite de- 
stroyed : had it not been for this I should, ere this, 
have sent you the remainder of my Eclc^es." 

• Westbrny, Dec 37. 1758. 



END OP THE FIB8T VOLUME. 
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Lt wUch li ■■rfBl ud lntvnilLvf . Br^, C.Lofedoa,F.L.B.|«K, Tbt ^ccUc <Ainctni 

■twBivrltniHtudBsi'tiida. fn.Slh Hiil'i IIM><<I W<>»IBifmii(i,n>.tJ.'l«^. 

LOCIWN.— AN ENCYCLOPjCDIA OF COTTAGE, FARM, AND VILLA 

•u. H(w%Uloii^UU4t/Hn.L«id<a. Sn>.>Ut ■uiiibu9,oMii^r»lii(in Woodi 
LOUDON— HORTU& BtUTANMCUG: 



LOW.-ON LANDED PROPERTY, l^J}J^JS'^^'^^^%^T'^^i 



"^S:", 






L0n.--ON THE DOMESTICATED ANIMALS OF CREAT BRITAIN. 






LOW.— ELEMENTS OF PRACTICAL AGRICULTURE; 
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W WOSES AKD SEW EDITIONS 



MACADLAY.— THE HKTORY OF ENGLAND, 



MACADLAT,— LAYS OF ANCfENT ROME. 

HACKAT(CIIARLEB).--THE SCENERV AND POETRY OF THE ENGLISH I 

Wuod ■i(niri>|ilnii>OrlilHiakelctH, lU.clMti. 'I 

MACKINTOSH (SIR JAMES).— THE LIFE OF SM THOMAS MORE. 



, TREATISE ON THE SUCCESSION TO PROPERTY 
KH.— AN A 
M'CDLLOCH.— THE LITERATURE Or POLITICAL ECONOMY; 

M'CDLLOCH.— A TREATISE ON THE PHIIWPl«,/l« ,raACTlCAL (f 

MAITLAND.— THE APOSTLES' SCHOOL OF PROPHETIC HTERPRETA- 11 






t, Google 



r MllBlB. LONOMAH jt 



MATTLAND.— THE CHURCH IN THE CATACOIMBSl 

A DtKriplLOD Df Ika PrinlUva Charcli at RoBV, Ul«ftUUc4 br ht 9cpBlcbnl Ramilnfl. 

HARCBT.— CONVERSATIONS ON CHEUKTRY: 



MARCBT. -CONVERSATIONS ON POLTICAL ECONOMY; 
MARCET.— CONVERSATIONS ON VEGETABLE PHYSIOLOCV; 
MAHCET^ONVERSATIONS ON LAND AND WATER, 

TBE MARRIAGE SERVICE, ILLUMINATED.— THE FORM OF 50LEM- 

ibH MIttil tf^, b7 OwflD Japu, B^D&rt Iftiia, Sl«, *La|udr bmi4- [Vht^ fttdp^ 
MARRYAT.— BORNEO AND THE EAST INDIAN ARCHIPELAGO. 

Atij rtrmwliif t of CMtamDftndbctavrx.froHChialDilBkelchTiiafeie oa (b« ■pM'bvUr. 
MARRYAT (CAPT.)—MASTERMAN READY! 

MARBTAT.— THE PRIVATEER'S;^ MAN ONE HUNDRED YEARS ACO. 

MARRYAT.— THE MBSIONl 

"Vci"siiipi,/''EIiJ!2lS^iuJ"°'K!''%'!ii.^cSiV».'i?iSfSi'h;'^'"' '"''''' ° 



MATTEVCCI.-LECTURES ON THE PHYSICAL PHENOMENA OF 



MADNDER.— THE SCIENTIFIC AND LITERARY TREASURY! 

fikiidllKr ttiit, uUpted to itb« compnbeDdDDDr kU ktmidj dailrou oluaaJriDi Earunji 
aaiheial^flcucDiiiprliQdlDtkH work, aiidftliOBdft^d roc ftUuutlof EonfeoleiK Jtfl 



MAUNDER.— THE TREASURY OF NATURAL HISTORY : 



L:,.,Li;<»i:, Google 



MAUNDER.- THE moCRAPHICAL TREASURY: 
MAXIMS AND PRECEPTS OF THE SAVIOUR: 

MEMCNRfi OF THE CEOLOOCAL EURVEV OF CREAT BRITAIN, 



THE EMPERORS. 



MERIVALE,— A HKTORV OF ROME 



MILNER (REV. J. AND I.l — THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF 

MIRACLES OF OUR SAVIOUR. 

ApQBi1«f'ODiOi'OldU*ncrt,ilKniuii3iiaU4UlDU[Dni.ud«ber Km^llljfanieDV. Bj 

MITCHELU-JOURNAL OF AN EXPEDITION INTO THE INTERIOR OF 
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r Hisais. LONGMAN avd Co. 



HOORE^SONCS, BALLADS^ AND SACRED SONGS. 
MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 



HOOBE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

MOORli'S LALLA ROOKH: AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKHi AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 
MOQBE-S LALLA ROOKH I AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 
HORBLL.— THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION. 

'H.LUSTRATIONS OF PRACTICAL MECHANICS. 

LEV. —THE MECH ANK 

IHITBCTUKB. BrltiBeT.H 
UeEtuin>°'^U!. tH0.<»t1T«Hli 

MOBHEIM'8 ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORV, 



M'^i!5-*.?3iTiEJ't_?J5TR''^ 9^."''!?^. t'^^'^"*'-^ *"" litera- 

ocWBUie or allNalliiii. Br Ha^ Horn;. 
NECEER DE SAUBBUKE.— PROGRESSIVE EDUCATWNI 

Oi, CnuUlnlhliii u IkcCmm o( lift. TriuulUad ud AbrU(>iI hw ILl Fnuiik tl 
11>1m_i Nielui D< Huun, Vj Ulu HaUul. * isli. (ooUoaF Vs. lU. U. clolk. 
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n NEW EDITIONS 

•.•S.p.r«.l,-To:.l.innIBertM),«i.i Vol. 11. |Sno.d Biriii), ;., 
OWEN. —LECTURES ON THE COMPARATIVE ANATOMV AND PHYH- 



PARAfiLES OF OUR LORD. 

■I^>l>e>l(mln>ii on. oVK?™!, G 

PARKE8.— DOMESTIC DUTIES] 



PARNELL.— A TREATISE ON ROADS, 



FASCAI — THE MISC ELLANEOUS WRiTINCS OF PASCAL. 

■Is^qeiH h4 HrO't CaawmtUiitt aa lli CsiAiin si iki enu, ncf; D«ul»S 
TboiitUi wl HoHi.nc. CK.I lk> (lUUl Fm ncnr blAlM HbUlitrd ■• lUl CimdUt, ud 
tHW FDrtLOH htm orl^lMAl HftDMCTtpti. Amitcd ud l>uaLUed froH Ihf AcAch 

PASCAL.— THE PROVINCIAL LETTERS OF PASCAL: 



PEREIBA.~A TREATISE ON FOOD AND DIETl 



fFutl. TbiFkr^nof PgBdmkkBsdlu. Fcup.Sio.^i.M.clolk. 
''!< Fulll. InrmlrnbU BDdlci cUgbl. H»l, HinMin.Bleirrilln, 
L ■ariKlcFtm-IlTOBlK). t^ok. rni. 8n>.^. M. ciMk. 

-nCURES Ji DESCRIPTIONS OF TKE PAUEOZOIC FOSSILS OF 
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PHILLIPS.— AN ELEMENTARY INTRODUCnON TO MNERALOCV) 

MUlir, Ii^'f^R g.Wobiiili or UlHTlIair !■ Itl l/linnllji'llCClimbridn.'aTil.i 

PL0NKETT.— THE PAST ANI 

POBTLOCK. -REPORT ON THE CEOLOCY OF THE COUNTY OF 

g>o,w)Ut»«MM,l«.nliiii.° ' "° ° """' ' ' ° "I 1 - • * '■ 



Wn> ZtmlJSctmmm'r, U> VrUbl Ocwinwiit, «/ (Siinlfn. Wr Im IM inn Itr'tmit 

PVCBOFT.-THE COLLEGIAN'S CUIDE; 
PVCROPT.— A COURSE or ENGLISH READING; 

RANKE (PROFESSOR). -RANKE'S HfiTOHY OF T>C REFORMATION. 

TnMl«»dirSinitA«li.,>~ii.l.uii»ta"li«."yiiMirfoflif>oi«i." JiAi.I.urill. 

BBADEB (THOMAS).— TIME TABLES. 

REID (DR J- ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF 

REST IN THE CHURCH. 

RICH,— THE ELLUGTRATED COMPANION TO THE LATIN DICTIONARY 

HDIulaltloraHrlr'lVoVbobaiipdObJrGI'Iron I^eADiiqac. Sr ADEhiiD*Rlc^,>DB.b^ 

RICHTER.— LEVANA ; OR. THE DOCTRINE OF EDUCATION. 
RIDDLE. -LETTERS FROM K 
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20 NEW WOKKS iHO NEW EDITIONS 

RIDDLE.— A COPIOUS AND CRfTICAL LATN-ENaLSH LEXICON, 

KIDDLE.— A COMPLETE LATIN-ENCUSH AND ENGLISH- LATIN DIC- 

>NAR 
RIDDLE.— ECCLESIASTICAL CHRONOLOCV; 

Oi.AiiuliDFlliiCbrtaUlulCkliKb, Iron lUFuiuidlHilD to tlicpmiiilTlml. CmUlllIllE* 

DUclpUDO KeduUnlrBjVrriien, etc. B7 ili'i Rn. J. S.BUdle.'ll.A. 'eio.lCi.cloih. 

RITCHIE (ROBERT,)— RAfLW AYS: THEIR RISE AND PROGRESS. AND 

RIVERS.— THE ROSE AMATEUR'S CUCEl i„,^i. 



CORDIAL WATIB9. To -Web li •ddtfl, • Coltaclkljiil ViluiUi Rillps (01 B^wlnf 

ROBINSON (JAHEB).— THE WHOLE ART OF CURING, PICKLINO, 



ROGERS.— THE VEGETABLE CULTIVATOR! 

IRE AT BRITAIN. 
EOWTON |F.)-THE DEBATER: 

BANDFORD fRBV. JOHN).— PA ROC HI A LI A, 

HANDPORD.— WOMAN IN HER SOCIAL AW> DOMESTIC CHARACTER. 
.— FEMALE IMPROVEMENT. 
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SCHLEIDBN. 



;N.— PRINCIPLES OF SCIENTIFIC BorANT : 



SCOF FERN.— THE MANUFACTURE OF SUCAR, 



SBNIOR.— CHARLES VERNON : 
THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT. 

IplfDdtlu iBIrlbd-r-Picitll.irOUI-Bsok loflMBtrnMOiM 
Is ih' Ml»il Sirli I vlib OiDuntnlal Boritn b- Ovio loan 
frgniliplfce DrW.Boi>U,£«. AotaidlUsD. ;»liE.p 4ii 
lli.l 01 b«nd li iiionicco,li;H>7d>r.3b, 



BEWELL.-LANETON P 
SEWELL.-MARCARET PI 



SHAKSPEARE, BV BOWDLER. 



SHORT WHIST I 

BMknmil'rD.'BTMUin^"'- • • ■ )?nEdHI> 
BjWi.B-* ••• r«laiiiifta.S>.idiKb,il 



—SIR EDWARD GRAHAM ; 
SINCLUR^THE BUSMESS OF UFE, 
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NEW WOBKB tnii NEW EDITIONS 



SINNETT.— BY-WAYI OF HISTORY, FROM THE TWELFTH TO THE 
SIR ROGER DE COVERLEV. 

THE SKETCHES} 



SH ITU.— SERMONS PREACHED AT ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL, 

SHITH.-THE VOYAGE AND SHIPWRECK OF SAINT PAUL 1 ^ ^^^ 

o! ihi AiilUnu?°'^°Juui°^"k. Eh. si Jgtdubui, V.G's.ni. Bto. wlUillliulnlln 
VUn, Ckuu. ••i WmlEui, Ui. cLolk. 

8HITH.— SACRED ANNALS t ^ ^ . t=w 

lUHEiatii W«l<l. ^Omrn. Salt!, Pijl.ttc. Mllwr ol "Tte luujion al A^Seot 

(!• Williii It l!i^i tfCMil, <i uuJ; icUf. ' ^^ 

THE RELIGION OF ANCIENT BRFTAIN HISTORKALLY CONSIDEREDl 

Ihr EmAjPiogctMi ot Errvrlh tbc Cbrlillao Cburcb, Ib« ]o1rodu«1&B gf Ik' c£di|mI Iqlo 
BrtUld, mi Xtit Suit of BeLlK^on In EB^IgDd till Paatij bad ^Hd Ibe AiTcadBpcr. 



«»«,',f.".5a?S'.E8!),."l?,HI!.!PK{.t;.d..T..,„T._u.... 



SOUTREY.— THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF THE LATE ROBERT 
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BOCTHBY.— THE LATE MR. SOUTHEVI COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

InKftwoLBBeflDvpleuliiUtetr. With * MwUUlDa PoHiall of bAUbty. Bqiuir* cnn B-ih. 

dtaitnfrtm ■•rjbi tf sU tlm ibrtjf!3r/r^ tnrf mft j^ 9itr tlurtturt. tmd IfltHi a> 

U^ll, M> :llrl'r Bill t( (IiMbIiu Anu< (T lu xif iifliMrtt. Am auli /idu li 
l^f l(r iwlb^ alM imn Si »vw t/* Sl(|WnMi (■ at.! m>U llitrwUt )i < 



AKlo.. M«Mlll„.. S,«r,c™.a.o.Sl..clo.l.. 

BOOTHEY.— THE LIFE OF WESLEY, 

ROBERT BODTHEY'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS: 



.—SELECT WORKS OF THE BRITtSH POETS: 
STABLE TALK AND TABt^ TALK; ORi 



BTEEL-S SHIPMASTER'S ASSISTANT, 






8TEPH£I4.-..E55nYS M ECCLESIASTICAL BIOGRAPHY. 
STEPHEN.— THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND. 



MANUAL OF BRITISH COLEOPTERA: 
THE STUD, FOR PRACTICAL PURPOSES AND PRACTICAL MEN: 
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THE UNIVOSITY Of MKHWAN 
GRADUATE LIBRARY 
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